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EDITORIALS 


On  Tlirbot  and 
Newspaper  People 


Here  wc  have  one  lonely,  unloved,  uncarcd  for  Innis  Herald  siaff  wriler- 
cllnging  wilh  his  or  her  nails  to  a  pile  of  jaded  Herald  issues:  crying  oul  for  help  in 
this  the  eleventh  hour  of  Innis  journalism... 

Another  April  rolls  around  and  another  beleaguered  ere  w  of  intrepid  news- 
paper people  leave  the  office  of  the  Innis  Herald.  They  ore  tired  and  look  funny- 
bul  ihcy  arc  satisfied.  Writing  for  the  Innis  Herald  is  a  thankless  job.  You  don't 
get  recognized  at  ICSS  booze  fesls.  You  don't  get  paid.  The  crowning  achieve- 
ment of  the  year  is  a  cup  of  coffee  from  the  editor.  Usually  instant.  So  why  do 
people  write  for  the  Innis  Herald? 

Well.  Ihcy  don't. 

Not  in  large  numbers  anyway.  Those  who  do  aspire  to  staff  wrilerdom 
do,  however,  love  the  experience.  For  starters,  you  gel  to  write  pretty  much  what- 
ever you  like.  (Hence  this  month's  editorial  drivel).  Artistic  freedom  is  a  main- 
stay of  the  Herald.  In  the  immortal  words  of  previous  Herald  editors:  We  censor 
very  little.  Who  else  would  publish  Uie  hyperbolic,  self-aggrandizing  claptrap  of 
Riirals,  and  his  pontificate  other,  Urbiins?  Second,  you  learn  the  tricks  of  the 
trade.  The  newspaper  trade  that  is.  From  writing  style,  to  computer  layout  and 
even  the  subtleties  of  office  politics.  Participation  in  school  media  is  essential 
experience  for  future  employment  in  tlic  field,  and  the  Innis  Herald  is  small  enough 
to  allow  you  acces.  to  all  levels  of  newspaper  publication... 

rerhap.s  an  editorial  isn't  the  right  forum  for  a  sales  pitch-  but  hey,  this  is 
the  Innis  Herald,  where  gross  indecency  is  an  everyday  occurrence.  The  elections 
are  coming.  Wc  need  your  participation  next  year-  if  not  as  a  junior  editor,  then  as 
a  staff  writer.  Or  a  photographer.  Or  an  artist.  Or  a  computer  technician.  Or  a 
cartoonist.  Perhaps  someone  to  clean  our  iifficc... 


Gutter  -  Punks  in  the 
Age  of  Excess 


The  other  day  I  read  an  article  that  made  me  cry.  Slumped  in  the  seat  of  a 
Grcycoach,  I  wept  for  the  gutter  ■  punks  of  the  world. 

Abound  in  cities  across  North  America,  they  drift  in  packs.  Some  arc  runa- 
ways, turning  to  the  sireeLs  from  an  abused  home,  some  arc  homosexuals  shunned 
from  their  respective  social  circles:  others  just  can't  cope  wilh  mainstream  life. 

Having  lived  in  Toronto  for  the  past  two  years,  it  has  become  easier  for  nic 
to  ignore  the  bundled  figures  begging  for  change,  and  that  scares  me.  It  gives  me 
some  comfort  to  know  that  I  am  not  the  only  one  who  is  able  to  walk  past  them 
without  a  backward  glance,  but  when  I  read  Peggy  Orcnstein's  'Teenage  Waste- 
land" (p.  170  Details.  April  1995),  my  compassion  for  humanity  was  renewed. 
Her  account  of  her  week 's  sojourn  in  the  French  Quarter  of  New  Orleans  (where 
the  concentration  of  homeless  kids  is  heaviest),  is  honest  and  without  prejudice, 
and  her  encounter  wilh  Brian  Rundle,  the  "lender  father  -  figure"  of  Project  Home 
is  especially  riveting. 

As  the  population  of  street  -  kids  increases,  so  does  the  number  of  'group 
homes',  but  they  arc  always  without  sufTicient  funds  and  qualified  workers.  Though 
we  cannot  prevent  these  numbers  from  growing,  we  can  abate  this  situation  by 
acknowledging  their  presence.  Street  -  kids  are  a  part  of  our  society,  and  they  are 
merely  living  the  only  way  they  know  that  works:  by  discarding  the  indulgences 
of  style  and  hygiene,  and  isolating  the  more  pressing  concerns  of  food,  warmth, 
and  shelter,  because  dealing  with  stale  body  odour  is  easier  to  face  than  death. 

The  upcoming  'frosh'  issue  of  The  Innis  Herald  will  address  the  nomadic 
lifestyle  of  street  -  kids,  or  gutter  -  punks  as  they  are  now  fashionably  called.  They 
continue  to  exist  free  from  authority,  hence  the  romantic  term  of  'nomad',  but  are 
they  truly  free?...  Perhaps  from  the  visible  authorities,  but  not  from  the  basic  dic- 
tates of  survival. 
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Quote  froin  diir  Pjrez: 

"what,,,,  I  didn't  say  that" 


-Aaron  Magncy 
IGSS  President-, 
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WORK  for... 


POSITIONS  AVAILABLE: 
Editor 

Assistant  Editor  of  Production 
Assistant  Editor  of  Finance 
Junior  Editors  (Innis  News,  Art  &  Literature,  Random  Thoughts, 
Commentary,  Film,  Music,  Performance,  Comics, 
Photography,  and  Graphics) 

ELECTIONS  HELD 
APRIL  12  at  noon 


o 

N 


Lunch  Provided! ! ! 

Can't  Get  a  J  oh  without  Experience? 
Get  that  experience  at  the  Innis  Herald. 


Drop  off  written  applications  at  the  Innis  Herald  mailbox  in  Room  305  of  Innis  College. 
The  deadline  for  applications  is  April  10, 1995, 5pm, 
CALL  SALLY  OR  DIANE  AT 
978-4748 
FOR  MORE  INFO! 


failing  arms  we  throw  the  torch; 
Be  yours  to  hold  it  high ..." 
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randomTHOUGHTS 


Return  Of  A  Dragon 

by  Borphan 


Return  Of  A  Dragon 
by  -  Borphan 

Do  you  rcmcmbcrhaving  an  idol 
or  someone  you  looked  up  lo  as  a  mcn- 
lor  in  your  cliildhood?  Son\eone  thai 
you  warned  lo  cniulalc  in  expression, 
mannerism,  and  pcrsonalicy?  Someone 
whom  you  ihoughl  was  Ihc  epitome  or 
greatness?  I  did,  and  1  still  do.  In  my 
childhood  my  idols  were  people  whom 
1  believed  attained  greatness  in  their 
lifetime  through  hard  work,  persever- 
ance and  patience.  Greatness  thai  I  be- 
lieved that  1  may  one  day  attain  for 
myself  through  my  own  efforts.  These 
individuals  whom  I  adore  arc  mostly 
dead,  but  even  in  death  I  find  they  have 
a  tremendous  amount  of  information 
and  knowledge  to  impart  upon  mc.  Re- 
cently though  I  have  had  Ihc  gotnl  for- 
tune to  discover  another  idol,  an  idol 
wlion\  1  am  very  dclighied  to  say  is  cur- 
rently living. 

His  name  is  Ted  Wong,  but  I  will 
forever  call  him  by  Ihc  honorific  Situ, 
which  means  venerable  teacher  or  mas- 
ter. 1  actually  met  him  by  chance  when 
one  of  my  editors  (  Thanks  Stan) 
showed  me  a  tlyer  with  his  name  on  it 
saying  Ih.il  he  was  giving  a  two  day 
seminar  on  Bruce  Lee's  martial  art 
which  is  popularly  known  as  J[-TiT 
KUNH  DO.  When  i  was  growing  up  I 
was  entranced  by  Bruce  l.cc  movies.  I 
loved  watching  him  on  the  screen.  U 
you  have  ever  seen  a  Bruce  I  .ee  movie 
you  will  know  lhal  he  had  a  unique 
righting  style  lhat  was  his  alone;  u  siyle 
which  consisted  of  movements  which 
seem  to  look  like  dancing,  and  arm 
strikes  and  kicks  lhat  were  unparalleled 
by  anyone  else  in  speed,  timing,  and 
accuracy.  When  1  saw  the  flyer  I  jumped 
at  ihe  chance  of  training  and  learning 
from  one  of  Bruce  1-cc's  students. 

On  the  flyer  Sifu  Ted  Wong 
looks  like  some  kind  of  oriental  Rambo 
wilh  his  fists  in  a  defensive  guard.  Bui 
meeting  him  I  discovered  a  very  gentle 
and  personable  individual  who  was  un- 
touched by  the  raw  cgoiism  that  is  char- 
acteristic of  many  students  of  the  mar- 
tial arts.  Actually  when  I  first  entered 
Ihe  Graduate  Student  Union's  gymna- 
sium I  was  hard  pressed  lo  find  the 
Rambo  in  my  visions,  but  after  trying 
for  a  little  while,  a  relegated  myself  to 
my  stretches.  After  stretching,  a  short 
and  somewhat  frail  looking  oriental 
man  intriKluccd  himself  to  me  saying 
lhat  he  was  Sifu  Ted  Wong,  of  course 
you  must  think  thatwiih  my  vision  sh.il- 
tcred  I  must  have  stuilcrcd  out  my  name 
to  him.  In  fad  I  did  just  that,  i  found 
myself  living  in  slow  motion  stuttering 
my  own  name,  which  I  am  sure  1  have 
pronounced  several  thousand  times  al- 
ready. When  he  knew  that  he  had  com- 
pelled shock  in  me,  he  started  telling 
me  how  glad  he  was  that  1  showed  up. 
of  course  1  knew  that  he  was  trying  to 
ease  my  embarrassmcni,  I'm  not  com- 
pletely sure  what  1  said  as  a  response, 
but  1  do  know  that  I  was  blushing  like  a 
big  red  tomato. 

Being  a  person  with  consider- 
able marliul  arts  experience.  I  fell  in- 
credibly comfortable  at  the  seminar  1 
W'as  nt>l  surprised  at  Ihc  number  of  peo- 
ple lhat  turned  oul  lo  train  wilh  Sifu 
Wong.  1  believe  lhat  anyone  wlui  saw 
Ihe  advertisement  would  jump  ai  the 


chance  lolrain  with  him.  I  was  surpiiscd 
though  at  ihc  diversity  of  the  group  thai 
showed  up  on  this  chilly  Saturday 
moming,  alllumgh  half  of  Ihem  were 
people  wilh  no  prior  martial  arts  cspc- 
nencc.  the  oiher  half  came  from  sev- 
eral different  disciplines,  namely  Wing 
Chun.  Hungar  Kung-Pu,  Shaolin  Kung- 
I'u,  Karate.  Tae  Kwon  Do,  and  even 
Muay  Thai. 

At  Ihc  age  of  fifty-seven  he  is 
slill  vigorous,  as  a  certain  twenty  year 
old  Jujit.su  student  learned  when  he 
tackled  Sifu  Wong,  in  less  than  two 
minutes.  Sifu  Wong  had  demonstrated 
his  skill  by  lacking  the  youngster  in  a 
hold  lhat  he  could  not  gel  out  of. 

Although  I  only  attended  one  of 
the  two  days.  I  found  that  the  six  hours 
that  I  did  attend  to  be  full  of  quite  a  lot 
of  information  thai  I  find  myself  slill 
trying  to  process  through  practice  and 
theoretical  thought.  In  .short  he  taught 
the  stepping  technique  and  patterns  in- 
herent to  JEET  KUNE  DO  which  in  my 
mind  looks  incredibly  like  European 
Fencing  and  Japanese  Kendo,  strikes 
and  parries  which  seem  reminiscent  of 
western  b<ixing,  in  addition  to  trapping 
and  strategic  ground  fighting  techniques 
that  is  Ihc  beauty  of  Classical  Wing 
Chun. 

Aflcra  very  liring  but  incredibly 
educational  class  he  allowed  mc  lo  in- 
ICA'iew  him  personally,  at  first  1  wils 
taken  aback  by  his  personable  and  open 
nature,  nut  I  later  found  thai  this  was  in 
itself  the  expression  of  his  personality. 

Borphan;  Wliat  exactly  is  JEHT 
KUNE  DO? 

Sifu  Wong:  Really  JEET  KUNE 
DO  can  be  defined  as  Bruce  Lee's  mar- 
tial at.  he  built  JEET  KUNE  DO.  partly 
Ihe  work  started  in  other  martial  arts. 

U;  Did  he  start  in  Wing  Chun 

firsi? 

S:  He  did.  but  really  JEET 
KUNE  DO  IS  his  creation,  beginning 


after  when  he  started  pulling 

things  logcther.  Coming  from  his 
knowledge  and  lechniqucs  lhal  he 
learned,  but  mainly  coming  from  llircc 
imporlani  cIciiicnK.  which  i>  Wing 
Chun,  western  boxing,  and  wesicrii 
fencing. 

B;  h  it  wcslcni  fencing,  because 
it  lixiks  like  Kendo  to  me? 

S:  Well  I  don't  know,  il  you 
sludy  western  fencing,  you  can  see  the 
footwork  is  tike  weslem  fencing.  Some 
of  the  techniques  and  ideas  come  form 
fencing,  of  course  iie  itKik  a  page  oul 
from  boxing,  punching  and  the  tech- 
niques from  boxing.  But  he  doesn't  re- 
act like  a  boxer. 

Br  No.  but  he  lloals  like  a  boxer 
though. 

S:  He  docs  float  like  a  boxer  yes. 
but  it  is  dilTcrent  from  a  boxer.  I  guess 
the  distance  is  a  little  like  boxing,  but 
there  is  a  little  more  distance  between 
the  two  fighters. 

B;  He  fights  oul  of  kicking  range 

right? 

S:  His  way  of  punching  can  be 
really  close  range,  almost  touching  you. 
or  you  know  really  far  away  like  you 
are  a  shoulder,  elbow,  or  leg  length 
away.  He  will  use  different  lengths 
(ranges).  Really  his  an  is  more  total  and 
covers  many  distance. 

B;  That  why  you  say  that  he  is 
Ihe  "total  fighter ",  because  he  can  fight 
anything. 

S:  I  think  solKcausc  ol  the  style. 
There  is  more  totality.  His  manial  an  is 
really  based  a  lot  on  his  own  philoso- 
phy, his  ow'n  principles.  So  basically 
JEET  KUNE  DO  is  really  b.iscd  on  sim- 
plicity, directness,  and  is  non- 
classical. ..He  did  start  otT  on  Ihe  cl.i.ssi- 
cal  way  in  his  iniining.  but  he  saw  ihe 
limilalion  lhal  il  no  gixxl  on  ihc  street, 
it  is  not  useful.  In  f.ivi  one  linic  he  told 
me  thai,  if  wc  wcicn'i  Chinese  we 
wouldn't  call  il  Kung-l-u,  wc  \\ouIdcaII 
it  scientific  street  fighting. 


B:  Out  nf  cunosiiy.  where  were 
you  horn? 

S;  I  was  born  in  Hong  Kong  in 

U:  Did  you  live  in  Hong  Kong 
during  ihe  \v  .ir .' 

S:  I  lived  Iherc  until  I  was  three 
years  old.  and  Ihen  we  Icfl  during  the 
w  as  when  the  Japanese  Kwk  over  Hong 
Kong. 

B:  So  you  left  before  the  Japa- 
nese cane  in? 

S:  They  were  already  in  at  the 
time.  But  Ihe  family  went  to  interior 
China  and  we  were  running  around  all 
over  the  place  in  interior  China. 

B:  So  when  did  you.  W'hat  did 
you  do  after  lhat.  did  you  go  to  America 
after  China'.' 

S:  ^'eah.  you  sec  m>  I'ather  was 
bom  m  die  United  States,  my  grandpar- 
ents came  over  here  back  in  the  late 
IStKl's  and  they  opened  a  liille  herb 
stone  in  Chinatown. 

B:  In  L.A.? 

S:  No  in  San  Francisco.  You 
know  the  big  earthquake  in  I9t)6,  it  de- 
stroyed ihc  place  and  he  never  rebuilt  it 
and  he  relutned  to  China  in  ihe  mid 
I9.'0's,  he  got  married  Iherc  and  then 
the  war  broke  oul,  so  he  was  stuck  there 
until  the  war  was  over. 

B:  So  you  went  to  Ihc  United 
States  after  the  war.  in  1945? 

S;  No,  after  ihe  ft  ar  the  commu- 
nist totik  over  in  195.^  and  then  he  de- 
cided to  go  back  to  Hong  Kong,  and 
eveniually  the  United  States  in  1955. 

B;  Sifu  though,  how  did  you 
meet  Bruce  Lcc? 

S:  Actually  1  met  him  in  L.A., 
but  l>eft>rc  he  opened  the  Chinatown 
schixil  and  I  hearJ  about  him  ihniugh 
friends,  they  said  you  know  this  guy  Lei 
SiH>  Long  is  gixxl.  But  at  that  time  1 
don't  recall  hearing  too  much  about 
him.  Then  1  remember  reading  abi^iit 
him  in  a  Chinese  newspaper,  and  I 
sianed  remembering  his  name,  and  I 

tConlinucd  on  page  S) 
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Hauverschkopes 

English  translation  by  Wolfgang  Oberhausen  von  BorschI 
(a.k.a.Alan  Wong) 


Snacks 
Giocery  items 
Videos  Game  Renlals 
Photocopies 
Fresh  Brewed  Coflee 
Slarrips 
Books  &  Slalionery 
U  of  T  Clothing 
Metropolitan  Ice  Cream 
Sicux  City  Iced  Tea 

in  S;. George Siffefi! 

Soulh  comjr  a!  Tie       Inrrs  RewJenco 


Totlavs  Binhilav 

Watch  out  for  polcniial  nialcs  who 
claim  to  like  sauerkraut,  and  piiicn- 
tial  enemies  who  like  lo  sec  you 
naked. 

Aimccs  I  March  2 1 -April  l<i\: 
I  sec  romance  in  the  future.  Avoid 
using  permanent  paint  when  body 
painting  with  your  male.  Use  spray 
paint  outdo<irs,  away  from  spark  or 
flame.  Sandpaper  is  not  wise. 

Tarwm  (April  2n-Mav  20): 
Guys:  Your  potential  mate  is  not 
who  you  think  .she  is,  especially  if 
she  is  growing  chesi  hair.  Girls:  To 
prevent  chest  hair  growth,  rub  a 
mixture  of  pickle  juice  and  horse- 
radish on  your  chest,  garnish  with 
parsley  and  a  lemon  slice,  and  serve 
(recipe  from  Madame 
Grevcnbroich's  cookbook. 
"Muiha's  Toes,  Jawohl!"). 

Life  is  a  bowl  of  cabbage  soup,  for 
the  cabbage  will  keep  you  regular. 
1  sec  toilet  paper  in  your  future. 


Dear  AunI  Alma, 

I  have  been  screwing  up  cour- 
age to  write  you  about  my  problem  for 
five  months  now.  It  is  a  very 
embarrasing  problem,  but  very  real  lo 
me.  You  probably  will  think  I'm  jok- 
ing, but  believe  me  I  couldn't  be  more 
serious.  You  sec.  Aunt  Alma,  I'm  a 
chronic  nose  picker.  It  hits  me  every- 
where, in  class,  watching  a  movie,  even 
at  the  grocery  store.  Something  inside 
me  jiisi  says:  "Pick  that  nostril...  go  on, 
pick  it."  I  was  so  excited  when  Seinfeld 
dedicated  an  episode  to  the  nightmar- 
ish hell  that  wc  nosepickcrs  live 
through.  What  can  1  do  lo  slop  picking 
my  nose?  Something  has  to  be  done 
before  I  start  eating  it  too. 

Yo^rs  in  perpetuity. 

The  Picker 

Dear  Picker, 

Don't  be  ashamed,  wc  all  pick 
our  no.scs  from  time  to  time.  Sure,  most 
of  as  wall  lor  discreet  moments  like 
when  our  partner  has  gone  to  the  bath- 
room during  a  commercial...  but  that's 
of  no  consequence.  It  is  healthy  to  pick 


Cancer  (June  22.Julv  22): 
You  will  have  a  near-death  experi- 
ence that  may  cause  death.  When 
fixing  the  loa.ster  while  taking  a 
shower  remember  to  unplug  Ihe 
toaster. 

l.eo*(Ji,h2.!-A,if.  22): 
As  the  opera  singer  is  to  a  Venetian 
blind,  .so  will  you  be  a  shower  cur- 
tain to  a  power  drill.  Doorways  and 
sidewalks  will  be  of  challenge  on 
Wednesday. 

Wj-mv lAfis.  23-S<eu2i): 

I  see  a  hand  blender.  It  is  in 
Hansel's  attic.  Do  you  want  it?  The 
ciike  is  in  the  oven.  Don't  spill  hot 
soup  on  your  pants  at  12:41  pm, 
Thursday.  No,  there  is  no  bcaler 
attachment. 

ubr»  (Urn  .^^c>ff,  m 

Career  opporiunilics  are  in  store 
later  this  month,  providing  you  will 
live  long  enough. 

SfprpiplQa.  ii-t^owil): 

Good  health  will  bnng  great  spirits 
to  your  love  life,  but  g«xl  long  pas- 
sionate love  could  kill  you. 


your  nose.  Blowing  your  nose  .some- 
times leaves  hard  to  reach  crusiies  in 
the  back  of  your  nostril,  and  how  else 
will  you  reuicvc  these  annoying  chunks 
without  the  aid  of  a  Irusty  fingernail? 
Bui  there  is  a  sense  of  decency  involved 
with  this  age  old  ritual.  Do  it  when  no 
one  can  sec  you.  If  you  feel  a  pick  at- 
tack coming  on,  rush  lo  the  nearest 
phone  booth  or  public  washroom. 
There  you  can  pick  in  peace.  Good 
luck. 

Dear  Aunt  Alma, 

It's  thai  time  of  year  again  and  1 
am  swamped  with  es.says  and  lesls.  So 
far  I  have  been  able  to  handle  the 
March/ April  crunch,  but  this  year  it  got 
the  better  of  me.  For  the  pasi  two  weeks 
1  have  been  on  a  non-slop  drinking 
binge.  My  friends  say  I'll  screw  up  my 
whole  year  and  they're  right.  But  I  just 
can't  seem  to  face  up  to  Ihe  challenge 
of  all  that  work.  What  can  1  do? 

Sincerely  yours, 

Inchriolcd. 

Dear  Inebriated, 

What  you  are  experiencing  is  a 
peculiar  rcaciion  lo  an  anxiety  attack. 
These  attacks  can  be  brought  on  by  us- 
ing street  drugs,  but  in  your  case  it's 
more  like  a  suicidal  course  load.  'I'he 
best  method  of  dealing  wiih  Ihis  anxi- 
ety is  to  take  one  assignmem  or  lesi  at  a 
time.  Don'i  let  your  mind  slretch  ahead 
over  a  month  long  period.,,  svork  will 
begin  to  pile  up  into  a  frightening, 
unscalable  lower.  If  you  uickle  one  task 
at  a  time  the  work  should  lake  care  of 
itself.  And  plca.sc  Slop  dnnking.  Alco- 


Sapllarivm  (Nov.  22-Dec.  21 ): 
The  sign  of  the  devil  is  lurking  in  the 
keg  of  beer.  Drink  up  and  be  merry, 
for  the  devil  will  erupt  from  your 
mouth. 

Qmkon  fpff.  22- J  an,  191: 

Hypothermia  will  occur  in  4  minutes 
and  23  seconds  if  you  swim  naked 
in  Lake  Onlario.  4  minutes  and  48 
seconds  if  you  are  wearing 
licderhoscn. 

Aquarivus  (Jan.  20  Frh.  181: 
You  will  win  the  lottery  and  marry  a 
famous,  gorgeous  German  celeb- 
rity... yeah,  and  O.J.  Simpson  is  in- 
nocent (...sorry,  out  of  line!). 

PiscealFeh.  I9-March20): 
Cclcbraic  your  achievements  and 
success,  for  tomorrow  you  will  spon- 
taneously combust. 


*For  those  who  were  wondering  why 
Lcd's  hauvcrschkOpc  was  missing  from 
the  lasl  issue.  1  saw  no  future  for  Lcti  at 
(hat  lime.  Sorry  if  I  have  caused  any 
needless  suicides  lo  those  I-co  readers. 


hoi  is  like  the  sn(x)ze  button  on  an  alarm 
cltKk...  at  one  point  the  buzzer  will  go 
off. 

Dear  Aunt  Alma, 

La.sl  summer  I  couldn't  get  a  job 
and  was  forced  to  move  back  with  my 
parcnLs  to  Thunder  Bay.  It  was  a  horri- 
ble summer  and  I  vowed  never  lo  go 
back.  But  that  means  I  have  to  be  fi- 
nancially independent,  and  there  aren't 
many  jobs  out  there.  When  discussing 
my  problem  with  a  friend  she  sugge.sied 
working  at  her  company  and  I  applied 
and  got  Ihe  job.  There's  only  one  catch: 
my  office  is  a  4  x  4  concrete  patch  on 
the  comer  of  Church  and  GerranJ  and 
my  boss  is  called  Slug.  I'm  a  bil  un- 
sure of  this  new  career  path.  Is  prosii- 
luiion  worth  a  summer  away  from  niy 
family? 

Yours  truly. 

Upset  by  the  Hour 

Dear  Upset  by  the  Hour, 

There  arc  obviously  more  prob- 
lems ai  home  than  what  you  have  told 
me.  Selling  yourself  on  the  streets  is 
illegal  and  leads  to  things  like  AIDS, 
other  STD's.  drug  abuse,  and  suicide. 
Your  family  problems  must  be  exten- 
sive 10  prefer  that  lifestyle  over  return- 
ing to  'Fhundcr  Bay.  I  suggest  seeing  a 
llierapist  or  councillor.  U  of  T  offers 
free  counselling  located  at  Ihe  Koftler 
Student  Centre.  And  while  you're  wait- 
ing for  an  appointment  take  a  stroll  over 
loihe  employment  centre.  Take  my  ad- 
vice... look  under  clerical  or  rcsiauraunt 
and  stay  away  from  jobs  in  Ihe  Siilcs  or 
service  sectors. 


Ook:  Speaker  to 
Rodents, 

Indy  Ghosh,  Anionia  Yec,  Erinn 
Freypons.  Erin-Beih  Brunei, 

Peier  Smith,  Diane  Sidik, 
E.B.  Soulhwood,  Alan  Wong, 
Susan  dc  Nimes,  Hamilton  Smilh. 
el.  al. 

Join  a  growing  list  of  lilcrary 
luminaries 
Haven't  heard  of  ihem? 
Then  li'OU  don't  read  the  Herald. 
Your  lo.ss. 


VtfDrkforthe 
Innis  Herald 
next  year 

And  we  wH! 
feed  you. 

,.^Ne\\,  maybe 

(want  to  know  more, 
piease  turn  to  page  3) 


Aunt  Alma  puts  up  with 
all  your  crap! 
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random  THOUGIJTS 


URBANS 


By  Funky  Hat  Papa 

Hey  boy?,  and  flyc  girls 

I'mmmmm  baauaaack!  Ahhhiihh! 
I.C1  mc  bask  in  llic  momcnl.  ,  .. 
.Ycssss!  It  ia.  goiKi  la  be  back.  . . . 
So  lei  mc  icll  you  where  I've  been 
and  whai  I've  been  doing  ...  er,  I 
mean  •tie  I've  been  doing.  I  wiiz  in 
Montreal,  (home  of  les  habitants, 
beller  known  as  the  much  hated 
Habs),  fcr  about  2  weeks.  I  met  this 
flye  girl,  let's  call  herl-ifi  {ihui'i  noi 
her  realmime).  We  were  hopping  and 
bopping  on  the  dance  no<>r  -  then 
boom!  Our  eyes  met  (ihai  uasn  i  iiie 
uiily  ihiiiix  iliai  mrij.  Instant  connec- 
tion. Now  this  happenin'  flye  girl 
blew  my  mind,  she  swept  mc  off  my 
feel  and  that  isn't  an  ea.sy  lhang  ta 
do.  But  I  digress.  Suffice  it  to  say, 
my  time  in  la  twile  province  wiiz 
simply  happenin'.  Funky  got 
funkier,  fl  o  i  got  hotter.  Oooh 
mama!  Mercy  baby!  Life's  been 
gixHl  to  me.  I'm  sixhkjo  happy.  I  got 
a  smile  thai  ya  jusi  can't  wipe  off 
(wink.  wink.  iiucJ^c,  ;.'Mi/vf',  iuy  no 
more,  say  no  mnre!)  I  know  none  'o 
yous  out  there  wants  la  know  the 
inside  scoop  and  simply  don't  care. 
Well,  -nuffsed. 


Now  that  I've  dumped  my  load,  ! 
can  now  continue  with  niy  final  col- 
umn this  year.  I've  heard  ccho.s  in 
the  hallowed  halls  of  Innis  thai  gtxxl 
ole  Rutals,  aka  Judge  Rob,  aka  Rob 
Judges  had  a  fit  about  my  last  col- 
umn. Bix>Ikh>.  Well,  on  behalf  'o 
my  buddy  Dare  to  he  Huge  and  my- 
self 1  will  make  a  public  apology. 
Yo  -  dude,  "we're  sorrrrece." 
Whooop-lhorc-it-is!  It's  done,  it's  in 
black  and  white.  Deal  wit  it. 

Next,  lixik  Rob,  Rurals,  whatever. 
I'm  tired  "obuggin"  ya.and  ya  sim- 
ply ain't  worth  the  time.  Bud-dy. 
Get  a  life. 


F'or  the  next  person  who  takes  up 
the  mantle  of  Urban's  I  say,  good 
luck,  have  fun  and  don't  stress  it 
man.  'Xams  and  essays  and  shii 
loads  of  finals  arc  cramming  up 


your  butt,  and  ya  don't  know  how 
to  handle  it.  well  just  put  on  some 
tunes,  turn  up  the  volume  and  just 
chill  fcr  an  hour  or  two.  Life's  too 
short  to  be  buggcd  out  by  some  stu- 
pid essay  or  'Xam,  Keep  die  faith 
boyz  and  gals.  This  year's  been  a 
blast,  and  I  know  you  froshcs  have 
a  year's  'Xperience  under  your 
belt,  So  make  good  use  of  it.  Join 
the  par-ly  at  the  Innis  Hcarld.  I 
heard  thai  theys  havin'  "lections. 
Cum  on  down.  Take  a  chan-ce.  He 
part  '0  the  famb-ly.  (we  . .  are  .  . . 
fam-ily  , . ,) 

Before  I  go,  I  want  to  say  a  special 
thanks  to  all  my  Urban  supporters 
throughout  the  year  and  a  special 
thanx  goes  out  to  Dare  to  he  Huge 
for  fiUIn'  in  fcrmoi  Ixst  "ish.  I  guess 
I  wanna  thank  Rurals  for  bcin' here, 
fer  without  'im  dis  column 
wouldn't  exist.  I'd  like  ta  also  thank 
those  at  the  hmis  Herald  who  have 
stood  by  moi  during  some  of  the 
turbulent  times.  So  I'm  gonna  leave 
yous  wit  a  treat  'o  .some  pics  and 
my  last  and  final  Top  16  iliniins  (i 

.[jmmvM4  t.-» 'n  fiVfHpslvniy  .;iV«')  that  tUm 

iny  crank.  G<hkI  luck! 

Now  I  bid  you  aJicu.  hasia  la  bye  bye. 
aid"  wicdersticng.  ;ilc  a  vista, ,  farewell, 
hasta  la  visia  duUe,  arrivcdcrci.  au  voir, 
tiasla  Ii;ego,  do  ^viduniya.  sayonara. 
chow  babe,  adios  anli^ijs./'et/i  c  i/ulbro! 

C'est  la  vie 
C'esr  la  guerre 
Cesi  /im'.' 

. , .  pour  niainienaitt .... 

URBAN'S  TOP  16 

J  6.  And  1  am  outia  here! 

IS.  March  25,  par-iyin'  with  LAP 

1 4.  Fuck,  I  need  a  smoke  !! 

1 3.  Old  April  Wine  &  Our  Lady  Peace 

12.  Leafs  .&  Isles 

1 1.  Open  ice  hits  &  June  36 

lftfta«ii(fi*i-  /linVifajj./iiniioJ'ffMiai' 

y.  Maihcw  Sweet  •  Girlfriend 

,S.Rl(H30Pol<i&  Ball  Hockcy)-XaJjUll 

7.  ihe  Cranberries  &  old  REM 

6.  R  ..t  R  beilh  really  turn  my  crank 

5.  Leonard  Cohen  &  David  Wilcox 

4.  Salt'n-Peppcr  -  Shoop! 

3.  May  I'sl  par-ly  mayhem,  total 

drink-fest 

2.  Innts  Herald 

I.  Fifi,  Oh,  my  Fifi!  You  stole  my  heart. 


It's  like  this  . . . 

I  just  lost  the  most  important  person 
in  my  life.  She  didn't  die  or  nothin,  but 
she's  gone.  She's  made  herself  gone, 
removed  herself.  Like,  I  still  can't  be- 
lieve it. 

And  I  didn'i  do  anything.  1  was  just 
iK-ing  mysclL  That's  all  I  ever  was. 
Myself. 

What  Ihe  fuck  is  wrong  with  nic'.' 
Hverylimc  1  am  myself,  people  dis  nie. 
Or  Ihey  get  hurt.  Or  some  wack  shit 
happens.  I'm  such  a  fuckin  asshole  1 
can't  believe  it. 

I  hate  this  newspaper.  It  s  not  its  fault 
that  1  hate  ii.  either.  1  just  sec  it  now  as 
a  problem,  an  obstacle.  I  really  don't 
need  this,  or  lliis  shit  1  gel  from  Uiat 
pussy  I'unk  Hot  Poppa. 

My  friend  came  over  and  gave  mc  a 
haircut  today.  I  was  very  happy.  It's  a 
really  shitty  haircut,  but  I  needed  it  bad. 
I  was  starling  to  look  like  the  sort  of 
person  1  try  so  hard  not  to  tic.  Normal, 
know  whul  I'm  sayin'? 

1  love  my  friend  very  much.  Last 
night,  when  I  told  him  about  my  loss, 
he  came  right  over  and  we  hugged,  like 


buds,  but  I  think  it  was  the  Tirsl  time  we 
ever  did.  The  crew  I  roll  with  is  very 
timid  about  hugging.  We  don't  even 
shake  hands  when  we  pan  or  greet.  1 
hugged  my  other  friend  a  couple  of 
weeks  ago,  after  I  dumped  a  load  of 
problems,  hara-kari  style,  all  over  him. 
It.  too,  was  amazing. 

fTiends  are  so  imptinant  it's  not 
funny.  I  only  wished  I  had  known  that 
when  I  was  with  ihe-most-imponani- 
pcrson-in-my-life.  She  has  wonderful 
fnends  [oa,  and  she  loves  them  very 
much,  and  I  didn't  even  know  it.  Thai's 
why  I'm  such  a  dick. 

1  guess  all  I'm  .sayin  is  sympathize. 
If  you  got  a  girl  you  love  real  bad,  let 
her  be  herself.  Give  her  her  friends,  her 
fun,  and  just  love  her.  and  don't  change 
nothin.  Or  else  what's  the  point? 

Tlie  rurals  top  ten: 

1 ,  Andrea 

2.  Rick 
.1.  Mike 

4.  Dave 

5.  Ray 

6.  Chrissy 

7.  Simon 

8.  Rich 

9.  Georgia  &  Irine 

10.  John 


SARACEN 

live  at  the  Little  Alex 
296  Bninswick  Ave. 
8  Apr  95 
2()hOC) 


$2 

All  liaii  the  bass 
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random  THOUGHTS 


BEING  SELFISH  IS  NOT  A  BAD  THING! 


by  Lou  Cipher 

Everyone  wants  something. 

Whether  it  is  money,  love,  lust,  fame  or 

jusi  a  ncvk-  dress. 

Everyone  wants  something. 

Even  when  someone  helps  an  old  lady 

cross  ihe  street. 

The  person  wants  something. 

Whether  it  be  recognition  or  credit  or 

even  lo  feci  gcxxl. 

Tltc  person  warns  sonicihing  oui  of  ihc 
Iran.saclion. 

Yes,  there  are  many  people  residing  at 
niy  humble  abode  w-ho  waiiiod  isonic- 
thing  Ihcy  could  not  have,  but  cvcniu- 
ally  Ihcy  did  gel  whai  ihcy  yearned  lor. 
I  promise  you.  none  of  ihcm  will  ever 
feel  Ihc  billcrcold  again. 

In  every  contract,  the  person  warned 
something  ihey  could  not  have  or  could 
be: 

"/  want  lo  be  a  famous  rock  musician" 
"I  waiil  lo  be  a  grcai  horror  wriler" 


TheV\/^ll 

byAnionia  Yee 

1  can  feel  Ihc  wall  in  from  of  me. 
I  can  sec  it:  the  vague  outline,  the  loose 
transparency,  becoming  all  too  clear  and 
dcfmed  as  1  approach.  The  closer  I  come 
lo  it.  the  more  my  sight  is  diminished, 
as  Oic  scene  on  the  other  side  regresses 
slowly  into  an  opaque  wall.  So  close.  I 
am  now  so  close  that  I  can  sec  the  other 
side,  that  I  can  feel  Ihe  olhcr  side.  Be- 
hind me  there  is  a  wall  loo.  I  am  en- 
closed, trapped  between  Ihe  barrier  of 
these  man-made  walls.  Frustrated  I 
want  to  punch  them,  but  that  of  course 
would  be  foolish.  As  of  yet  my  sciu-s 
siill  haven't  healed.  Yes,  it's  true  that  1 
can  sec  both  sides;  thai  I  can  feel  the 
sympathy  of  boih  sides.  Bui  more  lhan 
anything,  I  can  sense  ihe  underlying 
hatred  of  both  sides. 

Bom  of  a  European  mother  and 
a  Chinese  father,  I  am  Canadian.  I  have 
all  Ihe  colourings  of  a  Chinese,  ycl  my 
oval  face,  finer  hair  and  facial  features 
are  very  much  European.  They  call  nic 
Eurasian.  I  am  neither  Caucasian,  nor 
do  i  qualify  as  a  visible  minority.  The 
question  1  must  ask  ihcn,  is  where  do  I 
fit  in? 

As  a  young  child  I  was  one  of 
ihe  first  of  this  breed,  and  I  can  remem- 
ber silling  a  I  a  Chinese  resiaurani  with 
my  extended  Chinese  family,  and  siran- 
gcrs  approaching  my  g.'aiidmoiher,  ask- 
ing about  me,  and  1  knew  ihey  were  tell- 
ing my  giandnioihcr  how  preliy  Ihcy 
thought  1  was.  combining  ihe  besi  fea- 
tures of  boih  races.  1  can  .sec  how  eager 
Ihey  were  lo  iniegraie  ihe  two  races; 
many  of  ihcm  immigranb.  wanimg  so 
much  lo  truly  belong  to  Ihc  '•Canadian" 
cullure. 

Trapped  in  Ihe  confines  of  these 
walls.  I  nonce  thai  I  am  no  longcralonc. 
There  are  an  incTCasing  number  of  us, 
wailing  lor  accepiancc  -  wailing  lo  be- 
long. Wc  all  ask  the  same  qucslions; 
who  has  erected  these  walls?  Why? 
What  arc  Ihey  made  of?  And  suddenly 
the  answer  is  dear;  iron  wills,  wcnxlen 
thoughts,  skin  of  sled. 

ii  is  do  obvious  lo  mc  now.  lhal 
the  inier  racial  breeding  helped  ihe  Chi- 
nese gain  an  immediate  I'mMhold  in  ihe 
very  foreign  Canadian  culture.  1  know 


"/  want  lo  marry  a  super  model" 
■■/  want  to  be  a  lawyer" 
*7  want  love" 
"I  want ..." 

Wanting,  desiring,  longing,  needing, 
yearning,  dreaming,  craving,  and  hav- 
ing an  obsession  towards  something 
isn't  a  bad  thing. 

Ufc  is  short  so  get  all  you  want  from  it 
now  before  you  die,  because  if  you 
don'l,  once  you  die  you  will  regret  it  for 
all  eicmily. 

No  one 's  actions  are  ever  free  of 
intern.  No  one  is  immune  lo  iheir  de- 
sires. Ealing  Ihai  brownie,  orchocolalc 
cake  or  heavenly  hash,  is  got>d,bccau.sc 
you  wani  lo  eai  il.  II  makes  you  feel 
good.  Ii  gives  you  a  sensual  and  erotic 
feeling  lhal  you  have  commillcd  a  for- 
bidden act,  bui  in  fact  Ihc  act  has  set 
you  free.  All  your  repressed  feci  ings  are 
flowing  due  to  thal"forbidden  act".  Do 


lhal  my  grandmolhcr  fell  the  same,  for 
she  encouraged  us  to  live  a  :"Canadian" 
lifestyle,  yti  she  gave  both  my  brother 
and  I  Chinese  names,  by  which  she 
would  call  us.  In  our  family,  girls  were 
traditionally  named  after  birds.  My 
name  is  Tui-fung,  Peacock. 

I  sec  myself  formulating  an  ar- 
gument in  my  defense.  I  do  not  choose 
10  belong  to  one  race  or  anoilier,  nor 
should  I  have  to.  I  am  myself,  and  I  will 
never  deny  the  dual  history  which  runs 
through  my  veins.  This  is  what  I  am 
doing,  formulating  a  poini;  molding  il, 
melding  il  so  that  no  one  can  destroy  it 
through  words  or  actions.  Sliver  by 
sliver  I  begin  lo  dismantle  these  stifling 
walls.  But  il  needs  more  lhan  Ju.st  one 
person  to  even  begin  chipping  anything 
away. 

Someiimcs,  when  1  go  back  lo 
Chinatown,  and  slop  lo  have  Dim  Sum 
in  one  of  the  Chinese  restaurants,  peo- 
ple look  at  mc  strangely,  and  Ihc  old 
Chinese  women  who  push  trolleys  full 
of  food  up  and  down  the  aisles  always 
slop  specifically  by  mc  to  peddle  their 
wares.  Eager  to  practice  their  short, 
blurted  English  vocabulary,  the  women 
translate  dieir  goods  into  Ihc  only  Eng- 
lish words  Ihcy  know  -  Ihc  names  of 
dishes  with  which  Ihey  try  to  impress 
mc.  I'm  never  sure  whether  I  should 
feel  honoured  or  insulled. 

I  ihink  about  he  first  times  I  ever 
aic  there.  My  father  look  us  out  to  these 
Sunday  brunches  with  Chinese-speak- 
ing relatives;  my  grandmother,  my  aunt, 
Ihc  last  of  Ihc  ancient  feudal  Chinese 
generation,  uxi  old  lo  change  in  their 
ways.  The  bsi  of  Ihis  gcneralion  in  my 
family  has  recenily  passed  into  the  spirii 
world,  bui  Ihcir  memory  and  my  deicr- 
minalion  nol  lo  lose  Ihis  part  of  my  her- 
itage slill  brings  mc  back  lo  my  old 
haunts,  and  I  feel  al  home  here. 

Someiimcs  1  think  thai  those 
outside  Ihe  walls  arc  afraid  of  people 
like  mc;  afraid  lhal  ihcy'U  lose  the  pu- 
rity Ihcy  have.  Il  is  prejudice  thai  peo- 
ple keep  building  onlo  Ihe  wall,  while 
Ihc  few  inside  Iry  diligently  to  chip 
away  at  the  existing  hatred.  But,  there 
arc  more  of  Ihcm  tan  there  are  of  us, 
and  so  instead  of  shrinking.  Ihc  wall 
grows.  I  like  lo  imagine  that  in  some 
places  windows  have  been  built,  doors 
opened. 


not  feel  guilty.  Acting  on  your  impulses 
is  3  good  outlet  and  will  help  you  feel 
good  about  youiself.  Guili  is  only  a  slate 
of  mind.  !f  you  ever  get  that  urge  lohave 
a  "quickie"  in  the  darkroom  with  your 
boyfriend  or  girlfriend,  why  not?  It's  a 
great  crolic  and  sensual  act  of  hot.  burn- 
ing passion  and  lusi,  a  feeling  of  ulter 
ecstasy.  If  you  repress  those  animalis- 
lic  urges  and  wail  unlii  you  gel  home, 
you  may  never  be  able  to  allain.  reach, 
or  experience  lhal  grcal  montenl  of  in- 
tercourse. The  gaiganluan  feeling  of  ab- 
solute fire  of  emoiion  and  feeling,  ihe 
orgasmic  explosive  passion.  Don'l  lose 
Ihc  fire  in  your  soaking  wci  loins.  Ici 
loose  your  pulsating,  raging  and  over- 
whelming flow  of  absolute  p.ission. 
Don'l  rein  ihosc  primitive  feelings,  you 
must  release  them,  embrace  Iheni  be- 
cause Ihcy  are  a  part  of  you.  Enjoy  Ihc 
pleasures  of  Ihis  world.  The  blissful 
memories,  Ihe  joy  of  engaging  in  acts 
which  imparls  lo  you  Ihc  feeling  of  ul- 
ter and  indescribable  ecsla.sy.  These  acls 
of  lust,  bliss,  and  passion  should  not  be 
prohibited,  ihey  bring  you  happiness. 
The  commandment,  "Thou  shall  not 
commit  adultery"  is  nothing  bui  hog- 
wash.  Why?  Because  it  lakes  two  lo 
tango,  so  if  he  or  she  is  willing  (I'm  nol 
advocating  rape),  indulge  yoursclf-if 
you  both  want  it,  just  do  it.  Trust  your 
natural  instincts,  nol  the  rules  and  eti- 
quette's of  your  evil  social  world,  tran- 
scend the  walls  you  build  which  enclose 
your  true  emotions  and  feelings.  Be  true 
to  your  self.  Be  selfish.  Il  IS  good  for 
you.  Trust  me.  Many  people  have  and 
Ihcy  will  never  feel  ihc  bite  of  winter 
ever  again. 

An  excerpt  from  one  of  my  fe- 
male tenants.  Enjoy  her  moment  of  pas- 


sion and  bliss.: 

"As  rough  hands  ran  through  my  long 
silky  brown  hair,  I  explored  his  Ihrob- 
bingly  erect  member  as  my  lips  .\eni 
electric  currents  coursing  through  Ms 
body.  He  gently  brought  my  face  lo  his, 
as  our  mouths  met  in  a  long  embrace, 
each  tongue  darling  in  and  out,  feeling 
each  other  in  a  slow  and  mellmdicul 
manner  Breathing  heavily,  he  licked 
his  wet  lips  as  he  brought  my  hreasi  to 
his  soft  and  lender  tongue.  As  it  rolled 
around  my  moist,  yet  erect  nip/ile,  I 
moaned  as  he  gently  sucked  my  sensi- 
live  and  supple  breast.  He  paused  nio- 
menlarily  la  look  up  into  my  glazed 
eyes,  to  see  the  effects  of  his  actions.  I 
took  this  oiyjyortuniiy  to  run  my  quiver- 
ing hands  over  his  muscular  frame,  feel, 
ing  each  sinew,  each  ridge  ofmounlailt. 
ous  flesh.  The  strong  powerful  arms,  the 
lender  and  symmetrical  contours  of  his 
bullocks.  His  full  and  moist  lifts  search, 
ing  my  naked  vibrating  body  brought 
an  unbearable  yearning  in  my  soaking 
mound.  In  a  thick  choking  whisper,  I 
groaned.  He  ignored  my  plead  and  con- 
tinued lo  inspect  my  pulsating  and  wet 
body.  The  heat  emanating  from  our  hot 
embrace,  as  our  flesh  rubbed  against 
each  other,  fueled  the  passion  which  fi- 
nally ignited  my  sensual  pores,  as  they 
welcomed  our  union.  The  steady  rhyth- 
mic thrusts  of  his  powerful  yet  soft  and 
gemle  hips  rocked  my  entire  being.  We 
were  one,  joined  in  a  moment  of  utter 
bliss  and  passion.  Our  thirst  for  pas- 
sion was  unquenchable,  even  as  our 
orgasmic  moment  was  converging  to- 
wards the  end.  As  the  ejcplosive  event 
came  lo  a  close  our  eyes  met  and  allhal 
moment  we  both  knew  that  this  was  eu- 
phoria." 


Eat  your  heart  out  Sharon  Stone! 


the  innis  heraltj:  march/aprll  1 995. 


random  TIIOUOHTS 


A  I.E1TER  TO  INNIS 

THE  YEAR  IS  JUST  ABOUT  OVER  AND  YOU  ARE  HOLDING  IN  YOUR  HANDS  THE  BIjOOD,  SWEAT  AND  TEARS  OF  ALL  THOSE  WHO  HAVE  CONTRIB- 
UTED THIS  YEAR  TO  THE  REVIVAL  AND  RE-EMERGENCE  OF  THE  INNIS  HERALD.  I'D  LIKE  TO  THANK  THE  ICSS.  THE  CO-EDITORS.  SAUY  BUKE 
AND  DIANESIDIKEANDTHE  JUNIOR  EDITORS  WHO  HAVE  WELCOMED  ME  TO  THEIR  COLLEGE  AND  TO  THE  PAPER.  THIS  YEAR  HAS  BEEN  GREAT 
BECAUSE  THE  INNIS  HERALD  HAS  BEGUN  TO  RND  A  PLACE  IN  U  OF  TS  PLETHORA  OF  COLLEGE  NEWSPAPERS.  THE  INNIS  HERALD  IS  SLOWLY 
HNDING  ITS  IDENTITY.  AND  IS  DEVELOPING  INTO  A  FINF  NEWSPAPER.  EVERY  INNIS  STUDENT  SHOULD  BE  PROUND  OF  THIS  PAPER.  I  HOPE 
NEXT  YEAR  WILL  BRING  MORE  ENTHUSIASTIC  FROSHES  AND  MORE  PARTICIPATION  FROM  THE  REST  OF  THE  STUDENTS.  AS  YOU  SHOULD 
KNOW  BY  NOW  THE  INNIS  HERALD  IS  HAVING  ELECTIONS  AND  I  AM  CONFIDF^NT  THATTHOSE  ELECTED  WILL  CO.NTINUE  WHAT  SALLY,  DIANE 
AND  MYSELF  HAVE  STARTED.  THE  INNIS  HERALD  WILL  BE  PUBUSHING  A  SUMMER  ISSUE.  SO  IF  YOU  HAVENT  CONTRIBUTED. YOU  CAN  GET  A 
HEAD  START  ANYTIME.  THE  PEOPLE  AT  THE  INNIS  HERALD  DONT  BITE.  UNI^S  YOU  BITE  FIRST 

ANYWAYS,  GOOD  LUCK  ON  YOUR  EXAMS  AND  IF  YOU  ARE  ELIGIBLE  TO  VOTE  OR  EUGIBLE  TO  R  UN  IN  THIS  YEARS  ELECTIONS  PLEASE  COME 
ON  UP  TO  THE  HERALD.  THANKS  FOR  THE  MEMORIES. 


STAN  CItAN 

ASSISTAN  EDITOR  ANDTREASURER 


Decision 

by  Eryn  Arun 

Divided  in  two. 

To  have  your  dream  reached; 

but  your  reality  unrelcnllcis. 
I  overltxik  my  present  possessions. 
I  am  not  appca.sed  by  emotion. 
I  feel  nothing  - 

not  even  an  emptiness. 

I  fall  beyond  the  sea's  profundity 
Into  an  inspiration. 

I  cannot  welcome  what  i.s  handed  to 
mc; 

my  passion  goes  much  deeper 
than  that. 

Please  give  mc  time  -  not  devotion. 

I  stretch  towards  the  sunlight, 

but  linger  in  shadows  of 
Irickcry. 

Such  deceit  is  starving  mc. 
I  lust  for  all  that  is  afar. 
I  cry  for  you. 
I  cry  for  me. 

Support  me, 
Strengthen  mc. 
Restore  me. 

My  imagination  is  destructive; 
I  have  dismantled  all  hope. 
Save  me. 


MY  WATCH 

by  Eryn  Aran 

My  watch  has  been  with  me  for  years, 
I  stopped  wearing  it  when  the  battery 
died. 


But  lately  I've  been  wearing  it  again. 
My  watch  was  cool  until  one  day  the 
band  broke  and  the  watch  slid  up  my 
aim. 

I  had  to  staple  the  band  together, 

but  now  the  staples  get  caught  on  my 

cardigan. 


Guess  what  you  could  have 
advertised  in  this  space. 
Send  a  message  to  your 
friend.  Send  love  notes  to 
your  lover,  and  more,  call 
978-4748  for  more  info. 


(Continued  from  4) 

found  oui  that  he  w.is  on  the  GREEN 
HORNET  that  was  on  every  Friday 
night  at  7:00,  so  every  Friday  evening  I 
watch  him. 

B;  What  was  this  '65? 

S:  Probably  '66. 

B:  This  must  have  been  llie  first 
oriental  on  television,  even  before  Mr. 
Sulu  on  STAR  TREK? 

S:  While  watching  I  thought, 
wow  he's  good.  And  I  told  my  friend 
about  him,  and  he  said  that  Bruce 
trained  in  Chinatown.  So  he  finally 
opened  a  school  a  few  months  later  in 
early  1967,  but  I  wouldn't  have  known 
if  my  friends  didn't  tell  mc,  so  I  found 
the  address  and  went  down  there,  I  was 
lucky  that  he  had  the  door  open,  since 
there  was  no  sign  there.  And  I  just 
walked  in  there  and  just  listened  to  his 
lecture  and  his  demonstration,  so  I  just 
stuck  behind  the  group  and  listened.  So 
when  it  came  time  to  pass  around  the 
application  for  the  school  enrollment,  I 
just  took  one  and  I  was  in.  I  was  pretty 
lucky,  because  only  by  word  of  mouth 
and  invitation,  if  you  did;t  know  some- 
one you  wouldn't  get  in.  So  I  just  signed 
in  and  paid  the  fee  of  $20  for  a  month. 
At  that  time  he  charged  $27.50  for  pri- 
vate lessons. 

B:  But  did  you  train  Kung-Fu 
before  Bruce  L.ce? 

S:  I  didn't  have  any  formal  train- 
ing, but  I  learned  a  little  from  my  friends 
like  straight  punches,  kicks  and  a  few 
blocks.  But  1  thought  that  it  was  lim- 
ited by  those  few  movements. 

B:  When  did  Bruce  Lee  go  to 
Hong  Kong? 

S:  Brace  Lee  did  not  go  to  Hong 
Kong  until  '70, 1  was  actually  there  in 
'72  visiting  him  for  two  weeks,  so  he 
moved  back  there  in  late  1971. 

B:  But  he  died  in  '73.  So  what  is 
that  four  or  five  movies  in  two  years? 

S:  Actually  four  Films.  The  first 
one  is  "The  Big  Boss",  and  then  "The 
Chinese  Connection",  and  then  "The 
Way  Of  The  Dragon",  and  "Enter  The 
Dragon". 

B:  So  there  were  only  four  mov- 
ies that  he  made  in  his  lifetime? 

S:  Actually  "The  Game  Of 
Death",  you  know  is  a  trailer.  He  just 
cane  in  at  the  end  of  the  film,  he  actu- 
ally shot  two  dozen  or  so  feel  of  film,  ii 
wa.s  like  a  Iryoul.  It  wasn't  oven  started. 

B:  When  I  watched  the  movie  1 
kcpl  Ihinking,  that  isn'l  Bruce  Lcc. 
that's  some  other  guy. 

S:  It  was  sonic  other  guy.  Funny 
thing  is  thai  people  can't  recognize  ii. 


at  the  premier  of  the  movie  when  the 
(actor)  came  on,  people  were  clapping. 
It  wasn't  him  though  it  ju.-.!  looks  like 
him. 

B:  Was  he  a  really  big  star  in 
Hong  Kong? 

S.  Really,  really  big.  Really,  re- 
ally big. 

B:  Would  people  follow  him 
everywhere  he  went? 

S;  Oh  yeah.  I  was  there  for  two 
weeks,  him  and  I  went  out  on  two  oc- 
casions. We  had  to  walk  real  fast.  We 
had  to  tip  toe  it  because  people  would 
recognize  him  and  voom  they  were 
there. 

B:  That  must  have  been  amaz- 
ing. This  is  probably  a  very  insensitive 
question  to  ask,  but  how  did  you  feel 
when  he  died.  I'm  not  going  to  get  into 
how  he  died,  because  I  feel  that  isn't 
very  important. 

S;  At  first  1  couldn't  believe  it, 
you  know,  he  died.  I  was  ion  L.A.  In 
fact  I  got  home  form  work  and  my  wife 
told  me  that  he,  you  know  Bruce  Lcc. 
died.  I  said  that  it  can't  be.  And  in  my 
mind  I  said  no.  It  wasn't  possible.  Still 
I  kept  saying  it  can't  be,  no  it  can't  be. 
So  that  evening  I  watched  the  news  and 
yeah  they  announced  that  he  died.  So 
the  nest  morning  I  looked  at  the  time 
and  you  know,  it's  not  the  lime  to  call 
over  there.  SO  the  next  day  I  called  and 
managed  to  talk  to  his  wife,  Linda.  I 
really  didn't  know  what  to  say  to  her  at 
that  time,  all  I  could  say  was  that  I  was 
very  sorry  about  what  happened,  was 
there  anything  (she)  needed  to  let  mc 
know.  And  she  told  me  that  they  were 
taking  him  back  to  the  Slates  for  a 
burial.  I  couldn't  believe  it.  He  was 
buried  in  Seattle  Washington,  we  all 
flew  up  there  for  the  (funeral). 
 At  this  point  another  fellow  stu- 
dent asked  aboul  the  speculation  about 


how  he  died.  And  the  question  was 
never  clarified. 

B:  I  think  people  spend  to<i  much 
time  wondering  how  he  died,  and  not 
so  much  time  on  how  he  lived.  I  be- 
lieve a  (person's)  life  is  more  important 
than  the  way  they  died. 

S:  I  think  so.  To  me  he  still  lives 
in  my  heart,  when  I  train  I  think  al»ui 
him.  So  he  is  still  teaching  me  all  this 
time,  because  he  left  tiehind  all  this 
good  material,  good  information.  There 
are  people  you  can  go  to  and  learn  a  lot 
from  what  he  left  behind.  I  think  it  is 
really  fortunate  that  he  left  behind  some 
really  good  material  and  information, 
his  films,  his  books.  From  this  he  is  still 
alive. 

In  my  own  perspective  I  feci  that 
the  shortness  of  human  life  is  what  hives 
us  our  vigor  and  our  drive,  who  knows 
when  we  may  leave  this  mortal  plane? 
In  my  own  lifetime  I  find  myself  doing 
things  with  an  almost  frantic  manner, 
in  fear  that  I  will  not  have  enough  time 
to  live  to  finish  all  that  I  wish  to,  and 
all  that  I  want  to,  I  find  that  life  seems 
all  to  sort.  But  from  my  further  experi- 
ences I  have  found  that  although  life  is 
short,  the  days  are  long,  and  life  has  it 
enough  time  for  all  of  us  to  fulfill  our 
dreams,  aspirations,  goals.  When  he 
talked  of  Bruce  Lee.  Sifu  Wong  said. 
"Although  he  lived  for  such  a  shon 
time,  say  33  years,  he  packed  so  much 
life  into  it.  He  accomplished  in  one  short 
lifetime  what  it  would  lake  most  peo- 
ple three  or  four  to  start."  In  this  I  agree 
with  Sifu  Wong,  perhaps  being  so 
young  we  do  not  sec  the  value  of  life, 
and  we  live  it  from  day  lo  day  without 
really  thinking  aboul  where  wc  arc 
headed. 


Like  Random  Thoughts? 
Want  to  be  the  person  mnning 
it?  Tlie  position  is  open.  Run 
for  the  position,  and  don't  for- 
eet  to  vote! 


the  innis  heraW:  march/april  1 995. 
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FOREIGN 
NEWS 

By  Jennifer  Erika  Klassen 


NERVE  GAS  FLOODS 
TOKYO  SUBWAYS 

At  least  1 0  people  have  been 
killed  and  over  5000  have  been  in- 
jured after  a  highly  toxic  nerve  gas 
called  sarin  flooded  3  major  subway 
lines  in  Tokyo  on  March  20th.  No 
one  yet  has  claimed  responsibility 
for  (his  act  of  terrorism  and  at 
present  300  Tokyo  detectives  have 
mobilized  to  investigate.  There  is 
one  suspect  being  investigated  after 
witnesses  spotted  him  handling  a 
vial  of  the  gas  on  one  of  the  trains, 
but  he  is  in  critical  condition  in  hos- 
pital and  is  too  ill  to  be  questioned. 
Sarin  is  a  highly  toxic  substance 
which  was  used  in  chemical  weap- 
ons by  the  Nazi's  during  the  Sec- 
ond World  War,  and  is  not  presently 
manufactured  anywhere  in  Japan. 

The  secretive  Buddhist  .sect 
Aum  Shinri  Kyo  is  also  being  in- 
vesligaicd  because  they  have  been 
known  to  manufacture  this  gas  in  the 
past.  Recent  reports  have  described 
that  the  Japanese  police  have  seized 
$11  million  (Cdn.)  in  cash  and  10 
kilograms  of  gold,  as  well  as  34 
large  containers  of  acctonilrilc,  a 
toxic  chemical  with  icsiducsof  sarin 
on  It,  and  have  linked  this  to  the  cull. 
A  bricfca.sc  from  one  cult  member's 
car  which  contained  f  as  masks  was 
also  discovcrecV  though  the  mem- 
ber claimed  he  h.id  no  idea  what  was 
in  the  bricfca;  v .  The  cult  has  de- 
nied any  involvement  in  the  gas  at- 
tack. 

One  Canadian  was  injured 
in  the  attack  -  she  suffered  minor 
liver  damage  and  is  soon  to  be  rc- 
lca.scd  from  hospital. 

FIREBOMBINGS  IN 
GERMANY 

Two  banks  and  other  Turk- 
ish targets  were  wcnc  fircbombcd  by 
(Continued  on  page  10) 


Fish-Mongers:  International 
Dispute  over  Turbot  Explodes 


By  Erinn  Freypons 

In  a  seemingly  impulsive  move  by  the 
Canadian  government,  Jean  Chretien 
(under  the  advice  of  Fisheries  Minister 
Brian  Tobin)  ordered  the  Eslai,  a  Span- 
ish flshlng  vessel,  to  be  forceably  de- 
tained by  the  Armed  Forces  on  March 
9.  The  situation  unfolded  as  follows: 
The  Estai  was  in  the  company  of  about 
1 6  other  vessels  from  Spain,  and  they 


were  all  in  and  around  the  area  of  the 
Grand  Banks  on  Thursday,  March  10. 
They  were  staying  just  outside  of  Cana- 
da's 200-nautical-mile  jurisdiction; 
carefully  avoiding  any  flagrant  viola- 
lion  of  the  law,  they  made  sure  to  fish 
in  international  waters. 

Unknown  to  them,  at  6  a.m. 


I  LOVE  TO  BE 
CANADIAN 


By  Bob  Fischer 

Canada  has  finally  shown  its 
true  colours.  On  March  9  the  seizure 
of  the  Spanish  vessel  Eslai  symbolized 
the  dawning  of  a  new  era  in  Canadian 
foreign  policy.  Fisheries  Minister  Brian 
Tobin  and  PM  Jean  Chretien  led  our 
nation  forward  with  their  strong  stand 
in  the  issue  of  over  fishing  on  the  east 
coast.  What  it  is  to  be  red.  white,  and 
red! 

Spaniards  are  notorious  for 
their  gross  over  fishing  around  the 
world.  This  is  not  meant  to  be  an  at- 
tack on  all  Spaniards,  just  a  fact  about 
their  fishing  practices.  The  English 
have  suffered  from  Spanish  over  fish- 
ing as  well,  and  on  March  24  they 
showed  their  support  for  our  initiative 
when,  in  Newlyn.  Cornwall,  fishermen 


began  to  fly  the  Canadian  flag.  Harbor 
worker  in  Newlyn,  Frank  Stephens,  ech- 
oed English  sentiment  when  he  said  " 
They  did  a  bloody  good  thing  when  Ihcy 
look  that  trawler  in.  It  was  good  for 
our  morale.  We're  with  you  Canada. 
We're  with  you".  It  is  encouraging  to 
realize  that  we  arc  not  alone  in  the  fight. 
The  English  are  suffering  under  Span- 
ish over  fishing  as  well.  So,  when  we 
took  a  stand  againsi  the  Spanish  with 
the scizureof  the  Esloi,  we  made  astand 
for  the  world,  in  addition  to  protecting 
ourown  interests,  and  the  interest  of  the 
stock. 

To  make  the  Canadian  position 
even  stronger,  two  things  have  hap- 
pened in  recent  days.  First  was  the 
search  of  the  Eslai 's  cargo  upon  its  re- 
turn to  St.  John's,  Newfoundland. 
When  Canadian  officials  searched  the 
holds  of  the  ship  they  discovered  that 
the  majority  of  the  turbot  caught  were 
immature  and  undersized.  This  is  in 
ab.solutc  violation  of  every  code  (legal 
S>£  moral)  that  relates  to  fishing.  For,  if 
this  practice  is  common,  tlie  turbot  stock 
will  decline,  and  finally  and  irrcvoca- 


EST.  the  fisheries  patrol  ships  off  New- 
foundland were  granted  authority  to 
mark  a  targci.  By  12:.'>0p.m.  ihc  three 
Canadian  naval  ves,sels  h,id  approached 
the  Eslai.  and  a  joint  team  of  RCMI' 
and  fisheries  officers  alleniplcd  to  gain 
access  to  the  ship.  Tliey  failed. 

The  Eslui  fought  Ihc  RCMI' 
boarding  teams,  and  thus  rai.scd  the  sta- 
tus of  the  operation  from  a  "search  ami 
detain"  to  a  high  seas  cha.sc.  For  the 
remainder  of  Ihc  day  the  Esiai  and  her 
comrades  attempted  to  fend  off  the  Ca- 
nadian pursuit,  and  in  so  doing  caused 
the  entire  flotilla  to  move  .south-cast. 

The  Canadians  saw  the  Spanish 
resistance,  and  answered  it  with  re- 
newed vigour.  Another  aborted  board- 
ing attempt  led  the  Canadian'flag  ship', 
the  Cape  Roger  to  request  for  permis- 
sion to  fire.  At  3:4Jp.m.  this  was 
grantcj).  and  at  4:0)!p.m,  Ihc  Cape  Roger 
fired  four  warning  shots  at  the  Eslai. 
The  Eslai  was  then  forced  to  stop. 

At  4:S2p.m.  the  Canadians 
boarded  die  Eslai,  and  fisheries  offic- 
ers and  the  RCMP  finished  the  opera- 
tion. They  arrested  the  captain,  Enrique 
Davila  Gonzalez,  and  ordered  the  crew 
below  deck.  The  Esiai  was  then  seized 
and  brought  back  to  harixir  in  St.  John's, 
Newfoundland. 

Recently,  the  Eslai  and  its  cap- 
lain  have  been  released  on  bail,  and  they 
have  returned  to  Spain.  Spanish  fish- 
ing off  the  Grand  Banks  continues. 


bly  disappear.  This  would  be  a  iragedy 
lo  all  those  Newfoundlanders  who  rely 
on  turbot  as  a  source  of  income.  Be- 
cause, in  the  final  analysis,  the  fish  do 
not  respect  the  2(X)-mile-limil,  and  if  the 
Spaniards  destroy  the  stock,  they  will 
destroy  our  slock  as  well. 

The  second  event  that  supports 
Canadian  claims  is  the  recent  return  of 
the  Spanish  fishing  vessels  to  die  nose 
and  tail  of  the  Grand  Banks.  Iliis  is 
clearly  in  violation  of  our  stand  regard- 
ing the  fish  slock,  and  our  statement  that 
we  would  not  tolerate  any  Spanish  ves- 
sels fishing  the  turbot  slock  m  the  area. 
This  could  be  a  deliberate  attempt  by 
(he  Spanish  to  sabotage  negotiations 
between  our  governments  (perhaps  be- 
cause.they  realize  the  weakness  of  their 
claim),  or  it  could  be  simply  delinquent 
behavior  on  the  part  of  a  few  Spanish 
sailors.  The  second  seems  unlikely  to 
me,  but  in  any  case,  ihc  renewed  Span- 
ish activity  can  only  serve  as  a  conduit 
for  the  execution  of  our  policy. 

t Continued  on  pugtf  /O) 
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anionUls  in  Germffl'j-  m  March  21 . 
This  began  a  violent  slant  to  the 
Turkish  New  Year  as  gasoline 
bombs  were  thrown  at  Turkish 
banks  in Cotogne.aTUrkish  travel 
agency  in  Gclscnkirchen  and  a 
Turkish  culture  center  in 
Erlenbach.  At  least  t  S  people  have 
been  arrested  so  far  across  Ger- 
many, as  police  tt7  to  put  a  stop  to 
the  violence.  Federal  ofPicials 
blame  the  majority  of  the 
firebombings  on  the  illigal 
Kurdistan  Workers  Party  (PKK) 
who  want  indepetulence  for  the 
Kurds  from  TUikey. 

TURKISH  ARMY  SENT 
TO  RAID  KURDISH 
REBELS  IN  IRAQ 

The  Turkish  government 
has  sent  some  35  000  soldiers  ac- 
companied by  tanks  and  artillery 
into  the  mountains  of  notthem  Iraq 
in  pursuit  of  Kurdish  rebels  be- 
lieved to  be  in  hiding  there.  This 
offensive  was  called  "the  largest 
military  operation  ever"  against  the 
Kurdish  rebels  by 


government  spokesperson  YiWrim 
Aktuna.  The  guerrillas  have  been 
at  war  since  1984  and  are  mem- 
bers of  the  illegal  Kurdistan  Work- 
ers Party  (PKK)  whose  objective 
is  self-government  for  T\iikey's  12 
million  Kurds. 

There  have  alit^y  been  re- 
ports of  casualties  in  the  area,  and 
as  one  Western  ni  il  itary  analyst  has 
said  "They  (the  Turkish  military) 
arc  not  always  so  careful  at  distin- 
guishing between  PKK  fighters 

and  refugees  The  actual  rebels 

may  have  just  melted  away.  They 
certainly  had  die  time". 

The  operation  is  under 
harsh  criticism  from  the  Red 
Cross,  the  U.N  High  Comissioner 
for  Refugees,  human  rights  agen- 
cies, European  nations  and  Iraq. 

So  far,  the  civilians  in  Uiat 
area  have  been  the  hardest  hit  as 
battles  rage.  One  man,  Sulcyman 
Shivan,  stood  beside  his  half-de- 
stroyed house  with  his  wife  and  10 
month  baby  and  said  "fliey  (the 
Tuikish  army)  drove  into  my  house 
with  a  tank." 

Turkish  Prime  Minister 
Tansu  Ciller  has  defended  his  at- 
tack by  saying  that  he  sees  no  con- 
nection with  human  rights  because 
"it  is  a  fight  against  terrorism." 

GUNMAN  FIRES  ON 
ISRAELI  SETTLERS 

There  have  been  two 
Israclics  killed  and  six  wounded  in 
the  West  Bank  region  after  a  gun- 
man ambushed  a  bus  carrying  Jew- 
ish settlers.  The  attack  took  place 
near  the  city  of  Hebron,  die  same 
place  where  Jewish  settler  Baruch 
Goldstein  massacred  29  Arabs 
praying  in  a  mosque  on  Febmary 
25, 1994.  The  bus  was  ncaring  an 
Israeli  checkpoint  outside  the  Jew- 
ish settlement  of  Kityal  Atba  when 
a  hail  of  bullets  was  unleashed 

(Continued  on  page  II) 
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Spain  has  provided  us  with  the 
moral  upper-hand.  We  are  now  justi- 
fied in  any  action  we  decide  to  lake.  In 
fact,  1  hope  Tobin  sends  out  the  next 
Canadian  task  force  to  sink  a  Spanish 
vessel,  rather  than  to  arrest  ii.  That 
would  be  a  strong  deterrent.  And  thai 
is  what  is  needed  in  a  war. 


Fishy  Story:  A 
tale  of  Tobin's 
turbot  -  or, 
Chretien's 
creatures  bring 
life  to  a  dying 
issue. 

By  Erinn  Freypons 


The  'Fish  War'  that  Canada 
has  currently  started  is  one  of  blus- 
ter, not  bullets  -  aitd  even  though  a 
few  shells  were  fired  when  the 
ROMP  seized  the  Estai  on  March  9, 
a  much  more  sigitificant  number  of 
words  were  shot  out  of  the  mouth 
of  our  govenunent's  propagandists 
since  that  time.  Canada  has  started 
a  war  of  words  with  Spain  and  the 
EEC,  and  in  the  ensuing  conflict  has 
brought  to  light  (albeit  unintention- 
ally) two  issues  of  significant  con- 
cern. The  first  is  the  issue  of  juris- 
diction. Who,  if  anyone,  has  author- 
ity over  international  waters?  The 
second  is  simpler,  and  more  com- 
plex. Itistheissueofcotwervation. 

Does  Canada,  Jean  Chretien, 
Brian  Tobin,  or  anyone  else,  at  all, 
really  want  a  war  over  fish?  Yes,  no, 
and  no.  It  is  undeniably  the 
citizenry  of  Canada  who  are  fully 
behind  curtailing  foreign  fishing  off 
our  coasts.  On  the  other  hand,  both 
Jean  Chretien  and  Brian  Tobin  are 
not  looking  for  a  war.  Not  at  all. 
These  two  characters  have 
drummed  up  a  bru  -ha  -ha  in  the 
Grand  Ba  nks  i  n  order  to  appease  the 
demarKi  for  action  on  the  east  coast. 
That  is  all.  They  have  absolutely  no 
interest  in  following  this  strong-arm 
policy  any  longer,  and  in  truth  they 
couldn't.  It  is  a  completely  ridicu- 
lous policy  to  follow  in  our  day  and 
age. 

With  this  in  mind  then,  let  us 
address  ttie  two  real  issues  involved 
in  the  'Fish  War'.  First  is  the  issue 
of  jurisdiction,  and  it  is  a  compli- 
cated one.  How  is  authority  over 
the  high  seas,  and  coastal  waters, 
determined?  In  particular,  how 
much  authority  does  Canada  have 
over  the  international  waters  in 
question? 

Authority  over  the  waters 
has  been  an  issue  for  a  long  time. 
Hugo  Grotius,  a  Dutch  scholar  de- 
fined a  country's  jurisdiction  over 
the  sea  around  it  as  'the  distance  it 
could  fire  a  cannontjall'.  Since  his 
time  our  ability  to  fire  cannonballs 


MORE  AND  MORE 
TURBOTS... 


Ironically,  the  turbot  is  an  ugly  ground-stock  fish,  one  dis- 
dained and  ridiculed  by  Canadian  consumers  -  but  relished 
by  the  Spanish-French  seafood  industry  . 


has  increased  dramatically,  and  so 
his  criteria  can  no  longer  be  used 
(although  this  might  not  be  what 
Tobin  and  Chretien  think  -  the  at- 
tack on  the  Estai  could  be  consid- 
ered Canada's  version  of  a  modern 
day  eannontiall).  Without  Grotius  s 
criteria  cannot  tie  used,  how  then  is 
jurisdiction  over  coastal  waters  de- 
termined? 

The  United  Nations  has  allo- 
cated a  12-nautical-mile  limit  of  ab- 
solute jurisdiction  to  any  coastal 
country  (this  is  a  little  bit  further 
than  your  standard  cannon  can 
shoot).  Past  this,  the  twrdering 
country  is  granted  a  200-naulical- 
mile  economic  jurisdiction  wherein 
they  have  authority.  This  is  the  only 
sort  of  guidelines  that  exist  for  es- 
tablishing jurisdiction  on  the  wa- 
ters (and  in  them).  These  rules  were 
put  forward  in  the  United  Nations 
Convention  on  the  Law  of  the  Sea, 
and  it  is  a  curious  fact  to  notice  that 
it  was  passed  into  existence  only  4 
months  ago,  and  Canada  was  one 
of  the  countries  who  did  not  sign  it. 
This  fact  becomes  less  anomalous 
when  one  looks  at  our  policy  re- 
garding the  sea.  Brian  Tobin,  Fish- 
eries Minister  (and  now  high  seas 
pirate)  describes  jurisdiction  over 
the  sea  as  follows:  "No  nation  has 
authority  to  set  the  rules,  and  more 
importantly,  no  nation  has  author- 
ity to  enforce  the  rules.  Therefore 
there  are  no  rules,  and  it  s  a  free-for- 
all".  There  are  no  rules?  Free-for- 
all?  These  are  fighting  words;  these 
are  the  words  of  a  pirate 

This  brings  us  to  our  second 
issue,  that  of  coitservation.  Tobin 
and  the  Chr\;ticn  have  been  using 
conservation  as  their  justification, 
and  preservation  as  a  word  to  de- 
scritx;  Itwir  motive.  This  is  clc.irly 
not  the  case.  As  the  Sp.inish  s.»y.  il 
we  Itad  not  killed  cver^'  fisti,  lobster, 
and  strand  of  seaweed  that  lived 


within  200  rrtiles  of  our  coast,  we 
would  not  care  what  happened  t>e- 
yond  that  lirrit.  It  is  in  fact  our  fla- 
grant lack  of  restraint  when  it  comes 
to  conservation  that  has  led  to  this 
crisis.  No  one,  and  especially  no  in- 
nocent foreigner  ,  should  shoulder 
the  blame  for  the  disaster  of  the  east 
coast  fisheries.  The  blame  should 
rest  squarely  on  the  shoulders  of  our 
goverrunent,  and  the  new  heroes  of 
the  turtxjt,  Chretien  and  Tobin. 

Furthermore,  the  limited  (yet 
violent  and  unjustified)  action  Tobin 
and  Chretien  undertook  was  one  of 
politics,  not  preser%'ation.  The  sei- 
zure of  the  Estai  had  no  noticeable 
effect  on  the  survival  of  the  turt>ot 
in  the  Grand  Banks,  and  with  the 
renewed  Spanish  fishing  in  the  area 
(inopendefianceofournew  'pirate 
policy')  there  is  no  likelihood  of 
change.  Canada  is  now  seen  as  a 
brutish  and  forceful  nation  in  the 
eyes  of  the  intern.ition.il  commu- 
nity, and  il  is  perceived  as  desper- 
ate as  well.  For  it  is  only  a  desper- 
ate man  tltat  strikes  out  at  the  weak, 
and  our  capture  of  a  Spanish  fistv 
ing  vessel  was  exactly  that. 

Now  this  does  nol  mean  to 
l>elittle  the  desperate  need  for  con- 
servation that  exists  on  the  east 
coast  of  Canada.  On  the  contrary, 
this  is  meant  to  bring  attention  to  il. 
For,  it  is  not  the  actions  olTobin  and 
Chretien  that  will  bring  back  the 
stocks,  but  the  investment  of  time 
and  money.  AT>d. a  government  that 
genuinely  seeks  conservation  in- 
stead of  congratulation.  Only  with 
these  things  can  we  hope  to  see  a 
ctunge  in  the  state  of  affairs  on  the 
cast  coast.  Until  then,  I  guess,  east 
coasters  should  get  out  they're 
shovels  and  start  digging  for  bur- 
ied gold  Pertups Tobin  foutxl  some 
in  the  hold  of  the  Esiai.  Or  mayt* 
nol. 
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tipin  11,  Aller  the  aliack  .ii'^rs  Ivrac. 
scIIlcR  rampaged  ilirough  Hebron  fore, 
ing  Ihc  Israeli  :ini\>  id  pui  a  curtew  on 
Ihc  ciiy. 


200+  YEAR  SENTENCE 
FOR  COMMUTER 
TRAIN  MURDERER 

Colin  ['crguson,  Ihe  man 
who  murdered  6  people  and 
wounded  1 9  more  on  a  Long  Island 
Rail  Road  commuter  train  has  been 
sentenced  to  what  is  essentially  life 
in  pnson  wiilioui  parole.  The  sen- 
tence was  handed  down  on  March 
22  by  Judge  Donald  Bclti  to  the  re- 
sponse of  a  wildly  cheering  coun- 
rooni  who  applauded  Ihe  judges  sen- 
tence of  a  minimum  of  200  years  in 
jail. 

Ferguson,  on  December  7, 
1 993.  calmly  walked  down  ihc  aisle 
of  a  busy  Long  Island  commuter 
train  with  a  semi-automatic  handgun 
and  randomly  opened  fire  with  it  at 
anyone  he  saw.  Ferguson  kept  a 
calm  attitude  as  he  sat  through  the 
three  day  counroom  hearing,  and 
was  stone  faced  while  being  led  out 
after  the  verdict.  His  whole 
demeanor  was  frightcningly  similar 
to  the  one  he  had  on  that  fateful  De- 
cember?. 1993. 

During  Ferguson 's  statement 
to  tlic  judge  everyone  but  the  report- 
ers and  the  court  officers  stood  up 
and  left  the  room  -  en  masse.  ITiis 
group  included  mostly  family  and 
friends  of  the  murdered  and 
wounded  victims,  many  of  whom 
gave  emotional  and  powerful  testi- 
mony during  the  tnal. 

In  his  own  rambling  speech 
Fergu.son  compared  himself  to  mar- 
tyred saint  John  the  BafMisl.  saying 
"John  the  Baptist  lived  in  the  wil- 
derness, a  humble  man.  and  he  was 
put  in  prison  for  no  reason;  he  was 
beheaded  by  a  criminal  justice  sys- 
tem similar  to  this." 

But  Judge  Bclfi  felt  no  sym- 
pathy for  the  killer  as  he  handed  him 
hissentcncc.  In  addition  tolheregu- 
25  years  to  life  for  the  6  murders, 
Ferguson  was  sentenced  to  eight- 
and-one-lhiid  to  2.'i  years  in  jail  for 
each  of  the  19  counts  of  altcmpicd 
murder.  These  are  to  run  back  to 
back  after  the  murder  sentence. 
"...You.  Colin  Fergusiw."  said  Judge 
Belli  "will  never  again  return  to  so- 
ciety, but  will  spend  the  rest  of  your 
natural  life  in  prison." 

A  MORE  PUBLIC 
SALMAN  RUSHDIE 

Of  laic,  the  infamOTs  Salman 
Rushdie  has  been  emerging  more 
frequently  fmm  hiding  to  make  pub- 
lic appciuanccs.  The  author  who  is 
under  threat  of  death  from  Ihc  Ira- 
nian Ayatollah's  fatwa  for  his  book 
"The  Satanic  Verses"  has  been  in 
hiding  for  over  sis  yean.  Since  the 
late  Ayalollah  Ruhollah  Khomeini 
placed  tlio  fanva  (sentence  of  death) 
upon  him.  he  has  been  in  hiding.  He 
is  now,  however,  appearing  more 
publically  in  the  hope  of  winning 
support  from  govemmenLs  around 
iConlinueJ  on  pai;e  12) 


BIOETHICS  DEBATE:  SPINA 
BIFIDA 


By  Jennifer  Firika  Klassen 

As  someone  who  knew  noth- 
ing about  spina  bifida  I  was  quite  in- 
terested to  attend  the  Feb,  23  1995 
presentation  on  that  topic  in  Weiniore 
Hall.  1  went  hoping  I  would  learn 
something  about  an  issue  thai  was 
completely  foreign  to  me,  and  al- 
though I  was  slightly  concerned  that 
I  might  be  lost  in  medical  terms  which 
meant  nothing  to  me.  it  turned  out  that 
I  was  pica.sanily  suprised  and  edu- 
cated. The  discussion  was  ailcnded 
by  about  25  people  in  an  informal  at- 
mosphere and  was  led  by  Darryn 
Gillis,  the  chairperson  of  the  Spina 
Bifida  Association,  and  also  Ihc 
mother  of  a  14  year  old  son  who  has 
spina  bifida. 

FIKST.  THE  BASICS  :  Spina  bifida 
is  a  disabling  birth  defect  that  effects 
one  in  750  children  bom  in  Canada. 
It  is  formed  by  a  neural  tube  defect 
that  occurs  within  the  first  few  weeks 
of  pregnancy,  and  results  in  damage 
to  the  spinal  cord  and  the  nervous  sys- 
tem (with  varying  degrees  of  sever- 
ity). The  three  common  types  of 
spina  bifida  are.  in  order  of  strongest 
to  weakest,  mgelomcningocelc, 
meningocele,  and  occulta.  The  cause 
of  spina  bifida  is  unknown,  though  il 
has  been  linked  to  pollution,  diet,  he- 
redity and  surprisingly  geography  and 
creed.  There  is  no  cure,  but  there  is 
treatment  for  some  of  tho.se  born  with 
Ihc  disability. 

SECOND,  mt:  SPEAKER :  Once  the 
medical  aspects  had  been  covered  1 
felt  relieved  that  I  had  a  basic  yet  clear 
understanding  about  what  spina  bifida 
was.  Ai  this  poini  Gillis  became  more 
personal.  She  talked  of  her  own  ex- 
perience with  spina  bifida.  Upon  the 
binh  of  her  second  son.  who  is  now  1 4, 
she  was  lold  that  he  had  spina  bifida.  A 
tactless  doctor  said  thai  he  would  never 
walk,  and  lhai  he  would  be  severely  re- 
tarded. She  described  in  a  very  candid 
manner  her  emotions  suaounding  this 
information,  and  how  it  motivated  her 
to  become  involved  in  agencies  help- 
ing sufferers  of  spina  bifida.  She  helped 
agencies  thai  looked  for  a  cause  of  spina 
bifida,  and  those  which  offered 
councclling  to  spina  bifida  cases.  Hear- 


ing this  1  found  myself  quite  touched 
by  her  sirenglh,  and  I  was  smiling  as 
the  proud  mother  in  her  beamed.  She 
spoke  of  how  her  son  is  now  able  to 
walk  and  attend  school  al  levels  much 
beyond  what  doctors  had  originally  pre- 
dicted. This  led  to  the  raising  of  some 
moral  issues  involving  spina  bifida 
ca.ses. 

THIRD.  ABORTION  :  One  of  the  first 
questions  asked  during  the  conference 
was  something  like  "If  it  is  determined 
within  the  first  few  weeks  of  pregnancy 
that  a  child  has  spina  bifida ,  should  you 
be  advised  to  terminate  the  pregnancy?" 
This  question  raised  a  lot  of  discussion 
because  in  il  lay  one  of  the  primary 
moral  issues  that  spina  bifida  raises. 
What  makes  this  difficult  question  to 
answer  is  that  there  is  no  100%  sure  way 
to  determine  if  a  fetus  has  or  will  de- 
velop spina  bifida:  theix;fore  there  will 
always  be  a  chance  of  aborting  a  child 
who  docs  not  have  spina  bifida.  Thus, 
abonion  is  impossible  for  a  physician 
to  suggest  (morally).  Gillis  gave  ex- 
amples of  children  who  had  been  diag- 
nosed with  spina  bifida  in  the  womb, 
and  who  were  bom  without  the  disabil- 
ity. As  it  stands  now.  ab<iut  SWi  of  fe- 
tuses which  arc  diagno.scd  as  having 
spina  bifida  are  aborted,  but  Gillis 
voiced  some  objections  and  concerns 
about  Icnninating  such  pregnancies. 
Her  concern  was  that  most  doctors  and 
councclors  are  very  uninformed  about 
spina  bifida  and  its  recent  medical  treat- 
men!  updates,  and  consequently  women 
considering  an  abonion  would  make  the 
decision  to  temiinale  their  pregnancy 
without  accurate  and  updated  knowl- 
edge about  spina  bifida.  Gillis  also 
mentioned  the  fact  that  tennination  is 
often  based  on  whether  ihc  child  is 
likely  to  be  retarded  or  not.  It  is  obvi- 


ous though  thai  tlic  decision  to  icniii- 
nate  is  not  an  easy  one,  and  ihai  many 
factors  have  to  be  taken  into  considera- 
tion. 

FOURTH.  TREATMENT  :  If  a  child  is 
carried  to  Icnn  the  severity  of  the  dis- 
ability is  still  not  always  accurately  di- 
agnosed -  even  after  birth  as  was  the 
case  with  Gillis's  own  son.  Concern- 
ing treatment,  the  idea  has  been  put 
forth  10  vigorously  and  comprehen- 
sively treat  all  cases,  This  proposal 
would  only  marginally  increase  Ihe  suc- 
cessful cases  of  treatment,  and  thus 
would  bo  unfca.sable. 

But  without  universal  treatment 
how  is  it  determined,  and  by  what  cri- 
teria should  il  be  decided  who  lo  treat 
and  who  not  to?  Gillis  gave  examples 
where  babies  who  had  been  diagnosed 
as  hopeless  cases  were  denied  ircai- 
mcnt.  After  this  they  were  left  iodic  in 
hospital  beds,  but  in  fact  some  had 
sirong  recoveries.  ITicir  condition  af- 
ter recovery  ended  up  being  not  as  gcKxI. 
however,  as  they  could  have  been  with 
initial  treatment. 

'llicrc  is  no  clear  answer  to  is- 
sues like  this,  only  more  tiuestions. 
Because  of  Ihe  many  different  forms  of 
spina  bifida,  accurate  diagnosis  is  dif- 
ficult. Furlhcr,  selective  treatment 
leaves  loopholes.  For  now  the  spina 
bifida  asscK-iaiion  is  trying  to  increxsc 
counselling  ser\'ices  and  education, 
emphasize  the  consumption  of  folic  acid 
during  pregnancy  (which  has  been 
known  to  decrease  chances  of  spina 
bifida),  and  to  increase  general  aware- 
ness of  ihis  disability. 

I  left  feeling  quiic  informed. 
ITic  discussion  was  comprehensive.  Ihe 
atmosphere  was  comfodable.  and  the 
ethical  issues  were  quite  thought  pro- 
voking. 


I A  word  of  thanks  from  the  Bioethic  Discussion  Group  for  those  who  came  out  to  our  seminars.  We  hope 
I  that  this  interest  is  not  confined  to  just  this  year  Cheri  Munghani  will  be  returning  next  year,  and  as 
I  such  the  Bioethic  Discussion  group  will  be  holding  more  interesting  seminars  and  meetings  in  the  fu- 
Iture.  If  you  wish  to  join  please  call  Cheri  at  978-8418.  On  behalf  of  myself,  Indy  Ghosh  and  Cheri 
I  Mungham,  we'd  like  to  thank  the  guest  speakers  who  were  gracious  enough  to  take  time  out  of  their 
I  busy  schedules  to  attend  our  seminars,  and  to  professor  Dr.  Barry  Brown  for  helping  us  organize  these 
I  seminars.  We  would  like  to  also  thank  New  College's  Dean  of  Men  David  Pelteret  for  allowing  us  to  hold 
lour  seminars  in  the  New  College  Wetmore  Hall  cafeteria.  Lastly,  we  would  like  to  thank  the  Innis 
]  Herald  for  covering  our  events  and  for  promoting  the  seminars.  Lets  hope  the  Bioethic  Discussion  Group 
j  will  continue  to  provide  students  with  stimulating  discussions  and  a  forum  where  debate  on  issues  that 
I  are  sensitive  and  important  in  our  technologically  advanced  society. 

-Stan  Chan 

Bioethic  Discussion  Group  -  Male  Representative 
■■■■■MBayBMaBiKMMMMBBBMMaMBMBMi'llllitll^  il  WtlUBIIlia 
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N  E  WS&commentary 


No  Panic  from  Moral  Panic 

-To  refuse  a  hearing  to  an  opinion  because  they  are  sure  that  it  is  false  is  to 
assume  their  certainty  is  the  same  thing  as  absolute  certainty.  All  silencing  of 
discussion  is  an  assumption  of  infallibility. 


(Conlinued from  page  II) 

iIk  world.  He  hopes  lo  have  Ihcm 
pul  pressure  on  Iran  lo  overturn  the 
dcalh-ordcr  against  him. 

On  March  15th  he  won  the 
unanimous  suppoci  of  a  34  nation 
Osincil  of  Europe  who  ogrccd  to  re- 
ject closer  political  and  trade  tics 
with  Iran  until  its  leadens  lift  the 
fatwa.  This  support  stemmed  from 
a  concern  for  the  growth  of  Muslim 
fundamentalism  in  Algeria.  Paki- 
stan, and  Bangladesh.  Thccouncil's 
report  explained  their  position  by 
saying  "In  counlrics  where  Muslim 
fundamentalism  holds  sway,  hun- 
dreds of  people  are  pctseculed  for 
their  views." 

Ruslulie  made  a  public  ap- 
pearance at  a  book  fair  in  Paris  on 
March  1 9  and  the  next  day  met  wilh 
the  French  Prime  Minister  Edouard 
Balladur.  He  has  also  frequented 
many  other  Eun>pcan  countries  in 
ihc  lasi  while  -  including  Germany, 
who  in  1993  passed  a  resolution 
which  said  that  Iran  should  be  held 
legally  responsible  for  any  altcmpls 
on  Rushdie's  life. 

In  Britain,  though,  Rushdie 
Ls  not  getting  as  much  support  as  he 
hoped.  The  govemmcm  is  divided 
in  half  on  the  is.sue  of  pressuring  Iran 
on  his  behalf.  Rushdie  and  Brili.sh 
Prime  Minislcr  John  Major  had  a  30 
minute  private  confrencc  in  May  of 

1993  and  Rushdie  has  told  friends 
he  is  upsci  wiih  Major  for  not  fol- 
lowing up  on  the  meeting's  reso- 
lution aflcr  two  years. 

Rushdie  is  currently  still 
living  in  hiding  at  an  estimated 
govcrnmeni  cost  of  $1 .58  million 
(US)  annually. 


by  Stan  Chan 

The  argument  is  an  old  one. 
The  right  to  freedom  of  speech  and 
expression.  The  right  lo  speak  ones 
mind.  All  of  which  is  entrenched  in 
our  relatively  new  Constitution.  How- 
ever, with  the  emergence  of  "politi- 
cal correclness,"  there  has  come  a 
price  which  our  society  has  to  pay. 
This  price  is  our  freedom.  The  implc- 
mentalion  of  policies  to  correct  past 
injuslicies  and  present  problems  have 
made  many  cringe  and  cry  "freedom 
of  expression."  Everyday  our  soci- 
ety is  constantly  reminded  of  Ihe  vio- 
lence committed  against  women,  Ihc 
increasing  intolerance  towards  visible 
minorities,  the  ri.se  of  ant-semticism, 
the  scapegoating  of  newly  arrived  im- 
migrants and  the  injustices  commit- 
ted against  the  gays  and  lesbians  com- 
munily.  Arc  these  current  problems  a 
product  of  mass  hysteria?  Are  the  sta- 
tistics revealing  Ihc  whole  truth?  Or 
are  they  used  to  further  the  cause  to- 
wards polilcal  correctness?  Hence,  are 
the  problems  as  bad  as  Ihe  media  por- 
trays them  to  be?  John  Fekcle.  a  dis- 
tinguish Rcsc;irch  Professor  of  Cul- 
tural Studies  and  English  Literature 
at  Trent  University  attempts  to  explain 
what  truly  is  the  Inilh  of  the  matter. 
He  attentpis  to  illustrate  some  of  Ihe 
inherent  pniblcms  widiin  the  Univer- 
sities Policy  of  "zero  tolerance  for  in- 


luJe  "zero  tolerance"  policy 

hinder  academic  development?  Appar- 
ently Fekele  seems  lo  think  so.  He  be- 
lieves that  this  policy  creates  an  imginary 
barrier  which  disrupts  how  professors 
conduct  themselves.  A  fomiof  "chilhng" 
effect.  He  cites  cases  which  illustrate 
some  of  Ihe  potcniial  problems  stemming 
from  Ihe  "zero  tolerance "  policy.  For  ex- 
ample, using  a  case  al  the  University  of 
Toronto,  where  professor  Richard 
Hummell,  was  charge  with  sexual  har- 
assment for  taking  photographs  of  a  stu- 
dent swimming  in  Han  House.  Tlie  com- 
plainant charged  that  he  was  taking  pic- 
tures of  legs,  crotches  and  bullocks.  Al- 
though, the  Sexual  Harassment  Board 
found  professor  Hummell  guihy,  they  re- 
fused to  award  the  complainant  Uie  $4000 
she  demanded  for  damages.  The  argument 
here  is,  with  regards  lo  leering,  "a  look  is 
just  a  look.  The  leer  is  in  the  mind  of  Ihe 
complainant  as  much  as  in  Ihe  eye  of  the 
accused.  And  looking  cannot  be  control- 
led, least  of  all  at  a  beach  or  in  a  swim- 
ming pool,  though  a  range  of  responses 
is  available  for  it,  far  more  effective  than 
regulation  and  punishment."  However, 
the  problem  with  this  line  of  argument  is 
that  everyone  has  the  right  to  create  a  situ- 
ation that  is  uncomforiablc  for  another 
person.  This  goes  against  every  tencm 
which  our  society,  the  laws  and  our  rights 
arc  based  on.  You  have  the  right  lo  do  any- 
thing thai  does  not  harm  anyone  else. 
Thus,  when  you  arc  creating  an  atmos- 
phere whereby  die  complainant  is  uncom- 
fortable, you  are  interfering  wilh  their 
right  toconduci  themselves  in  a  conifon- 
ablc  environment,  whether  or  not  it  is  in 
a  class  room,  workplace,  or  recreational 
centre. 

The  purpose  of  Ihe  Framework 
Regarding  Prevention  of  Harassment  and 
Discrimination  in  Ontario  Univetsitites, 
created  by  the  Ontario  Ministry  of  Edu- 
cation and  Training,  was  to  implement 
policies  whereby  Universities  have 
inplace  mechanisms  that  are  able  to  deal 
with  Harassment  and  Discrimination  with 
respect  to  the  Ontario  Human  Rights.  Pro- 
fessor Fekele  argues  that  this  framcworti 
creates  an  opposite  barrier,  a  barrier  for 
men  and  professors,  in  that  they  arc  un- 
able 10  lecture  or  speak  without  fear  of 
charges  of  inappropriate  conduct.  He  cites 
another  case  as  an  example,  where  a  York 
University  Law  Professor  asked  his 
sludncts  to  challenge  the  conilitutional- 
ity  of  a  hyptJthetical  anii-pomography  law 
and  some  of  the  women  in  his  cliiss  found 
this  uncomfortable.  He  was  warned  by 
two  sexual-harssment  counsellors  that  if 
similar  incident  were  lo  liappen  again,  that 
their  would  be  a  possibiltiy  that  an  inves- 
tigation on  his  conduct,  to  delcrminc 
whether  sexual  harassment  was  actually 
taking  place.  Tlius,  the  aigumcni  here  is 
that  by  "tearing"  down  the  bamei^,  of  har- 
assment, you  erect  academic  barriers 
which  hinder  the  way  inwhich  pr\ilessors 
teach,  I  agree  thai  to  some  degree  this  is 


problematic,  in  thai  there  will  be  times 
where  some  students  will  take  advan- 
tage of  the  policy  and  will  voice  their 
displeasure  with  the  issues  discussed  in 
class  leaving  Ihc  professor  vulnerable 
to  accusations.  Nevertheless,  you  do  not 
strike  down  a  law  because  of  a  few 
problems,  bccau.sc  this  policy  is  rela- 
tively new.  you  amend  ii  you  adapt  it  to 
suit  the  siiualion.  The  spirit  of  the  policy 
was  not  meant  to  create  academic  un- 
certainty, ii  was  meant  to  create  cquiiy 
across  the  board. 

The  book  docs  raise  relevant 
point  insofar  that  il  is  arguing  on  be- 
half of  the  liberty  that  '  political  correct- 
ness" has  restricted.  Acadeniia  is  based 
the  freedom  to  debate  and  exchange  and 
express  ideas  and  concepts.  The  policy 
prevents  this  freedom  expression  from 
occuring  in  ihe  fear  thai  their  opinions 
or  lecture  offends  a  student  of  a  differ- 
ent religion,  sexual  orientation,  or  cre- 
ates what  Some  may  feel  lo  be  an  un- 
comfortable enviromenl. 

However,  although  the  policy 
does  lu  some  degree  feel  and  seems  to 
be  draconian,  it  wasn't  intended  lo  be 
as  .such.  The  same  goes  with  "political 
correctness."  To  implement  policies 
whereby  systemic  discriminalion  is 
dcali  with  systcmically  is  not  lo  sup- 
press those  that  have  enjoyed  preferen- 
tial Irealmeni.  It's  goal  was  not  to  erect 
barriers  whereby  the  while  abled  bod- 


-John  Stuart  Mill 

ied  male  is  "discriminated"  against,  it 
was  lo  create  a  system  where  past  in- 
justices cna  be  property  balanced.  Os- 
tensibly, in  a  perfect  Utopian  society, 
where  everyone  is  treated  wiUi  respect 
and  equally,  diere  would  not  be  any 
need  for"political  correctness."  Unfor- 
tunately, diis  Utopian  society  does  not 
exist,  hence,  the  policies.  To  admit  thai 
sexism,  homophobia,  racism,  and  vio- 
lcp,.e  against  the  "designated  group 
members."  as  defined  by  the 
Empolymcnl  Equity  Act,  do  occur 
means  tliat  dierc  musl  be  a  mechanism 
to  deal  with  these  inherent  problems.  In 
the  Universities  policy  for  "zero 
loelrcnce"  there  may  be  some  problems, 
these  problems  must  be  solved  by 
changing  die  policy  not  be  eliminating 
the  policy. 

The  book  is  food  for  thought  and 
does  address  some  of  ihe  problems  dial 
"political  correctness"  have  created,  bul 
il  does  noi  seek  a  proper  solution  lo 
these  problems.  1  am  a  proponent  for  a 
free  forum  where  thoughts,  opinions 
and  ideas  are  debated,  exchanged  and 
discussed,  bul,  when  there  is  a  greater 
problem,  one  musl  put  some  of  our 
treasured  lenenis  on  hold  temporarily 
10  deal  wuh  the  moie  serious  issues.This 
does  not  mean  we  forget  our  rights,  we 
just  have  to  be  less  selfish  and  think  of 
the  rights  others  as  well.We  are  not  in- 
fallible beings,  so  lets  not  act  as  we  are 
infallible. 


JOHN  FEKETE 

l^l^lilC 

Hiopolitit.s  risnii^ 

<JL\^\  .v.,  ;r  '".Mi 

Cover  Alex  Colvillc,  Western  Star  (1985).  The  pjinling  was  at- 
tacked in  die  late  SO's  by  fcnunisis  at  acadia  univcrsiiy  in  \Volf\illc 
Nova  Scolia  where  Colvillc  was  chancellor  ai  die  time,  lor  allcgcdiv 
"dehumanizing  woman  by  iiuVmg  Uicm  resemble  a  physical  object 
like  iKe  truck 
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MOTORCYCLES  A  BLOSSOMING  TREND  AT  UOFT 


By:  SuntI  Ramprasad 

Ah  yes,  ii's  Ihal  time  of  year  again. 
My  mind  banishes  ihoughls  of  ice  and 
snow  and  embraces  ihc  wannlh  ihat 
another  season  of  motorcycling  inevi- 
tably brings.  No  more  cold  and 
crowded  subways.  No  more  freezing 
five  mile  treks  to  my  class  from  my 
car's  ten  dollar  parking  spot.  No  more 
commuting  in  big,  heavy,  slow  boxes. 
I'm  sick  of  being  (rapped  in  traffic, 
trapped  by  winter.  But  springtime's 
just  around  the  bend,  and  I  can't  wait 
to  cut  loose. 

It  is  a  well  known  fact  to  many  Uni- 
versity of  Toronto  students  that  com- 
muting sucks.  However,  commuting 
by  motorcycle  has  many  advantages 
over  commuting  by  car.  Economy  of 
operation,  both  in  terms  of  fuel  ctTi- 
ciency  and  cost  of  insurance,  is  of  par- 
ticular interest  to  cash  strapped  stu- 
dents. Cyclists  will  tell  you  that  there 
is  no  better  way  to  beat  traffic  than  on 
two  wheels,  and  they  're  right.  Ease  of 
parking  a  motorcycle  is  another  at- 
tribute that  1  appreciate  every  lime  1 
am  forced  to  drive  a  car  downtown, 
^'ou  can  park  a  motorcycle  unobtru- 
sively just  about  anywhere. 

llie  above  advantages  arc  signifi- 
cant enough  to  warrant  giving  motor- 
cycling a  long  and  hard  look  as  a  vi- 
able alternative  to  commuting  by  car 
or  by  subway,  but  the  most  pcrsua.sivc 
reasons  for  riding  a  motorcycle  arc  far 
less  practical.  Tlic  exhilaration  of  con- 
trolling an  cMrcmel)  powerful  yet 
nimble  machine  is  difficult  to  appre- 
ciate 

unless  you  iry  ii.  Motorcycling  is  «> 
much  lun.  every  conmiule  becomes  a 
pleasure.  .So  «h>  is  it  thai  more  siu- 


denLs  at  U  of  T  don't  use  motorcycles 
to  get  around? 

A  standard  reason  to  eschew  motor- 
cycling is  safety.  Everyone's  Aunt 
Martha  has  a  horror  story  involving 
someone  tragically  maimed  or  killed  in 
some  accident  involving  a  car  and  a  mo- 
torcycle. But  Aunt  Martha,  bless  her 
soul,  isn't  telling  you  the  whole  story. 
Most  accidents  involving  motorcycles 
are  caused  by  rider  error,  and  improper 
emergency  avoidance  techniques.  Pro- 
fessional instruction  goes  a  long  way 
in  reducing  the  risks  and  improving  the 
chances  of  sun^ival  for  any  moiorcy- 
clisi.  While  it's  tnie  the  laws  of  phys- 
ics dictate  Ihal  when  a  car  and  a  motor- 
cycle challenge  one  another  in  a  colli- 
sion, the  car  will  always  win,  it  is  a  mis- 
conception that  motorcycling  is  inher- 
ently deadly.  I  have  been  riding  motor- 
cycles on  the  street  for  about  five  years 
and,  this  is  often  very  difficult  for  non- 
motorcyclists  to  understand,  1  can  hon- 
estly say  that  1  feel  safer  on  my  motor- 
cycle than  1  do  driving  a  car.  Before 
you  crumple  up  this  rag  in  disgust,  let 
me  explain. 

Since  a  motorcyclist  is  not  sur- 
rounded by  a  steel  cage  or  insulated 
with  an  airbag.  he  or  she  must  compen- 
sate with  proper  clothing  and  a  "space 
cushion".  Proper  clothing  includes  a 
well-filled  helmet,  gloves,  boots,  long 
pants,  and  a  long  sleeved  jacket.  Be- 
cause 01  its  durability,  comfort,  and 
style,  leailior  is  the  best  choice  for  many 
moiorcyclisis,  although  many  accept- 
able syiiihelic  alternatives  are  available 
including  nylon  and  kevlar  fabrics.  A 
"space  cushion"  is  not  some  sort  of  al- 
ien sofa,  hut  rather  a  philosophy  of  safe 
driving  that  encourages  drivers  to  main- 
tain reasonable  gaps  between  their  ve- 


hicle and  those  around  dieiii.  In  allow- 
ing space  for  other  drivers'  errors,  at 
least  one  outlet  for  escape  is  always 
available  in  case  of  an  emergency, 

Car  drivers  should  employ  space 
cushions  as  carefully  as  motorcyclists, 
however,  they  ofu:n  don't  because  of  the 
confidence  they  have  in  the  abilities  of 
their  steel  cages  (not  to  mention  (heir 
insurance  coverage).  Riding  safely  re- 
quires more  ancntion  than  driving  acar 
due  to  the  balance  involved,  and  this 
heightened  concentration  improves  a 
rider's  ability  to  react  to  the  situation 
around  him.  Maintaining  a  space  cush- 
ion is  much  easier  on  a  motorcycle  be- 
cause it  can  accelerate,  manoeuvre,  and 
stop  much  faster  than  four-wheeled  traf- 
fic. 

The  superior  performance  and  han- 
dling capabilities  of  motorcycles  are 
primarily  a  result  of  their  small  size, 
light  weight,  and  powerful  engines. 
(Believe  me  when  1  tell  you,  happiness 
is  a  strong  power-to-weight  ratio.) 
When  I  am  in  a  car,  I  feel  constrained. 
Control  is  detached,  acceleration  is 
sluggish,  and  constant  checks  for  the  ex- 
iremilicsare  required,  especially  in  tight 
quarters  (like  alt  of  downtown  in  rush 
hour).  On  the  bike,  1  just  think  about 
changing  lanes  or  accelerating  into  a 
hole,  and  it's  done.  A  motorcyclist 
works  in  unison  wii,^  his  or  her  machine, 
it's  a  partnership.  One  learns  how  their 
machine  responds  to  certain  inputs,  and 
reacts  to  various  road  surfaces,  and 
movement  becomes  effortless.  Motor- 
cycling provides  a  remarkahie  sense  of 
freedom  ihal  simply  caniiol  be  matched 
by  driving  any  car.  When  you  lulc  a 
motorcycle,  commuting  is  tun,  and  you 
will  find  yourself  arriving  at  your  des- 
tination rei'reshed  and  exhilarated. 


Interested  in  learning  how  to  ride? 
It  is  extremely  important  to  receive 
proper  instruction  from  a  professional 
under  controlled  conditions.  U-arning 
the  hard  way  by  wheeling  out  a  friend's 
powertul  modern  motorcycle  into  To- 
ronto traffic  is  a  good  way  to  earn  an 
express  trip  to  the  emergency  ward. 
Fortunately,  professional  instruction  is 
but  a  phone  call  away.  There's  no  need 
(o  be  intimidated ,  as  motorcycle  enthu- 
siasts are  a  friendly  bunch  always  will- 
ing to  offer  advice  and  suppon.  Huni- 
ber  College  offers  motorcycle  rider 
training  courses  approved  by  the 
Canada  Safety  Council,  that  are  ex- 
tremely infonnative  and  a  whole  lot  of 
fun  too.  All  you  need  is  a  lielmet.  proper 
clothing  (boots,  gloves,  pant.s,  jacket), 
and  a  learner's  permit  from  your  local 
government  permit  issuing  office. 
Huinher's  S259  weekend  course  will 
provide  you  with  one  night  of  in  class 
instruction, and  twodaysof  "on  the  bike 
(raining"  on  one  of  the  meticulously 
maintained  bikes  from  their  fleet. 
They'll  have  you  riding  safely  in  no 
time.  At  the  end  of  your  riding  session, 
you  can  take  a  test,  and  upon  success- 
ful completion,  Humbcr  has  the  author- 
ity to  grant  you  a  class  "M"  (motorcy- 
cle) license.  For  further  information 
call  number  College  at  (4 1 6)  67.i-5(»5. 

Okay,  .so  now  you've  got  your  li- 
cense In  your  wallet,  a  helmet  on  your 
head,  gliues  t>n  your  hands,  boots  on 
your  feet,  and  a  pietty  cool  looking 
icalher  Jacket  on  your  back.  But  you 
slill  ItKik  stupid  because  you  have  no 
niiMorcyclc.  Nultoworry!  I'here 'slots 
out  there  for  you  to  chixise  from.  Your 
(  Cont'd  on  page  I  -t  I 
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MOTORCYCLE  MADNESS  BEGINS 
TO  OVERRUN  THE  PAGES  OF  THE 
INNIS  HERALD 


(cont'd  from  page  13) 


first  slop  when  considering  llic  acqui- 
sition of  u  new  niouni  should  be  to  de- 
cide what  kind  of  bike  will  suit  your 
needs,  anil  how  much  you  can  afford 
to  spend.  Many  firsi-iinie  buyers  go 
nuts  and  opt  unwisely  for  Ihe  first  cool- 
l<x)klng  bike  they  see,  despite  the  fact 
thai  it  is  wholly  unsuilcd  to  the  type  of 
riding  thai  ihey  will  be  doing.  (Don't 
ask  nie  how  I  know.) 


If  you're  an  inexperienced  rider, 
you'd  probably  be  belter  off  going  with 
something  that  is  fairly  light  and  easy 
to  handle.  If  you're  also  a  student, 
you're  probably  also  on  a  limited 
budget,  and  so  there's  really  no  use  con- 
sidering a  lot  of  the  culling  edge  ma- 
chinery available.  For  beginners,  it's 
simply  loo  much  bike  for  too  much 


money.  One  of  the  nice  ihings  aboul 
motorcycling  is  that  you  can  have  tons 
of  fun  for  relatively  little  cash.  Mtxi- 
cm  bikes  arc  very  impressive,  but  cii- 
pcnsivc  as  well.  Many  older  bikes  pro- 
vide tlic  same  thrills  and  benefits  at  a 
fraction  of  the  price.  However,  having 
said  this,  I'd  slill  lake  a  new  bike  over  a 
used  one  if  il  was  financially  feasible. 

Let's  say  .st)nicbtKly  died  and  lot!  you 
cighl  or  nine  grand.  You  could  opi  for 
one  of  these  beauties.  The  Honda 
CBR6flO  F3  IS  one  of  the  most  popular 
spon  motorcycles  around,  and  for  good 
reason.  Ilhasa  lOOhorsepowcrenginc 
wrapped  in  a  compact  and  comforiable 
package.  It's  fast  and  il  handles  like  il 
was  on  rails,  but  il  is  expensive  and  to 
the  novice  motorcyclist,  probably  a  bit 
intimidating.  No  problem... 

■flic  Kawasaki  500  Ninja  (formerly 
the  EX  500)  is  a  beginners' delight.  It 
is  relatively  unintiniidaling,  bul  in  more 
experienced  hands,  can  really  perform. 
It's  engine  cranks  out  about  60  horse- 
power and  gels  excellent  mileage.  A 
new  500  Ninja  will  set  you  back  about 
five  or  six  grand. 

If  you're  really  strapped  lor  cash. 


this  twelve  year  old  75t)cc  beauty  was 
purchased  for  ihc  princely  sum  of  S 1 5(X) 
Canadian  dollars  (iwo  years  ago).  In 
198.1,  this  was  culling  edge  technology 
-  a  four-valve  engine,  triple  disc  brakes, 
spt)rt  fairing  -  today,  it's  ba.sic  iranspor- 
lalion,  but  you  know  whal?  It's  slill  a 
hell  of  a  lot  of  fun!  Liability  insurance 
is  aboul  $450  a  year,  l',is  cost.s  abt)Ut  S5 
a  week  coniniuling  from  Tliomhill  five 
days  a  week,  and  maintenance  cosLs  arc 
minimal  (I  can  do  most  tasks  myscIO* 
Comp;uc  that  to  average  car  expenses 
you  will  agree  that  this  classifies  as  a 
good  deal.  Even  compared  lo  purchas- 
ing monthly  Metropas.scs,  ihc  cost  of 
motorcycling  is  not  a  tremendous  bur- 
den. A  peck  in  any  used  motorcycle 
magazine  will  ofien  reveal  a  plethora 
of  old  bikes  for  sale  for  under  $1000. 
How  far  under  SICXK)  depends  on  the 
condition  and  mixicl  of  the  machine. 
Shop  around,  be  patient  and  try  to  find 
a  well-maintained  example.  Whatever 
type  of  molorcycic  yixi  cluwsc.  you  can 
bet  you'll  have  a  harder  time  sitting 
through  next  winter! 


Slick  QUI  ■  Buy  ,1  KilLuKI  I 


(jcl  IvMi.  one  lor  >ou  aiul  one  lor  your 
sienificani  olhcr. 
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THESIS.  ..A  diverse  fusion  of  arfistlc  works  frorri  tfie  U  of  T 

Fine  Arts  Program 

As  per  usuoi,  coverage  ot  this  even!  hos  been  dated  by  late  publlcotion  of  the  Herald.  (Sorry  guys.) 

Instead  of  tossing  the  story,  we  would  like  to  prese.nt  some  photographs  of  the  artists  and  their  works  Wherever  possible  we  have 
included  ttie  artist's  statement,  or  a  brief  explonotion  of  their  style  ond  approach.  Art  is  a  prinrrary  human  response  to  the  world  that 
defines  our  existence.  We  are  oble  to  wander  through  art  galleries  and  exarriine  art  of  previous  eros,,.  pertiaps  more  exciting  is  to 
experience  the  work  of  young  artists  who  examine  the  world  with  a  fresh  and  critical  eye. 


EXHIBITING  ARTISTS...  Susy  Alberto.  Teresa  Ascencao,  Elalrw  Bowen,  Jolens  BfoscharJ,  Ed  Lebedev,  Katie  Thurston 


Ed  LcbcUcv 


Ed  Lebcdcv  (paintings  wiih  figure i) 
lj;bcdcv's  haunring  painling.'i  explore 
lliroiigh  Icxl  and  lush  brush  work. 
Iragmcnts  of  lii.s  hislury  and  urban 
anxiety. 


Blaine  Bower 


A  WORD  FROM  THE 
ORGANIZERS... 
"A  vibrant  Fine  Art  studio  pro- 
gram is  a  vital  part  of  the  Uni- 
versity of  Toronto.  The  Uni- 
versity has  long  been  known  as 
Canada's  largest  and  most  re- 
spected academic  institution. 
"Thesis"  will  certainly  raise 
the  profile  of  both  the  students 
and  the  department. "  


the  artists.. 


Katie  Thurslon 


Katie  Tliurston  (flat  formalist 
painting) 

ThutT;ion  channels  her  emotional 
stales,  moods  and  experiential 
evidence  into  tier  large  format  paint- 
ings. 


Jolcnc  Brusthan 


Teresa  Ascencao  (no  picture) 
I  was  born  in  Sao  Paulo  twenty  eight 
years  ago  and  have  been  living  in 
Toronto  for  the  past  twenty  five. 
Having  been  a  city  dweller  for  allmy 
life  has  created  in  me  a  deep  longing 
for  a  natural  space,  in  my  work  I 
search  for  this  lost  place  where  the 
human  body  u.sed  lo  physically  and 
spiritually  meet  with  the  land.  I 
ulili2x  pholo  ba.sed  installation  in 
order  to  speak  about  western  man's 
"progrcs.s"  in  the  study  of  the  land 
and  the  body. 

I  ho|)e  that  the  works  prove  to  be 
vi.sually  stimulating  and  that  they  may 
begin  to  evoke  some  qucslion.s  about 
the  Male  of  the  human  bwly  in 
relation  to  the  land  in  the  minds  of  the 
viewers  w-ho  come  to  see  the  exhibi- 
tion. 


Jolene  Bruschart  (picture  with  vest) 
!  am  interested  in  combining  the 
visual  fragments  that  surround  me.  In 
my  work  these  fragments  are  fixed.  I 
am  only  able  lo  preserve  the  impres- 
sion of  an  image  or  idea  in  my  mind, 
bul  my  work  allows  mc  to  enshrrinc 
the  memories  of  these  thoughts  and 
experiences. 

In  one's  life  minute  illuminations 
accumulate. 

an  image  separates  itself  from  com- 
plex patterns, 
(just  for  an  instant). 
As  near  to  clarity  as  our  minds  can 
see. 

it  is  still  incomprehensible 
at  the  points  of  connection. 
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For  Those  Who  Love  Beer,  Rejoice! 


by  Cass  Enright 

This  is  a  message  for  all  of  Innis' 
beer  connoisseurs:  Che  IBCS  is  com- 
ing! The  inCS  is  ihe  Innis  Beer  Con- 
noisseurs Socicly.  a  new  Innis  club 
coming  in  the  fall  of  IWS.  Our  club  is 
dedicated  lo  ihc  apprcciatitm  of  ihc  finer 
beers  of  Ontario  and  the  rest  of  the 
world,  f-ar  loo  many  people  in  our  so- 
cicly arc  content  with  the  mcgaswill  of 
Tlic  Big  Two.  never  having  tried  (and 
loved)  the  far  superior  Ontario 
microbrcws  and  foreign  beers.  Wc 
at  the  club  do  not  favour  profes- 
sional brcwnicislers,  no!  Our 
purjKisc  is  lo  spread  the  gixid 
word  of  beer  lo  all! 

Wc  will  have  frequent 
beer  tastings,  cither  at  a  private 
ItK'alinn  or  at  one  of  Toronto's  ; 
fine  alcoholic  establishments.  ' 
Wc  will  savour  Ontario's  best 
microbrcwcd  beers,  from  such 
breweries  as  Trafalgar,  Taylor 
and  Bale,  Robinsons,  Creeniore 
Springs,  Niagara  Falls,  Upper 
Canada  and  Wellington.  Trips  to 
Toronto's  best  pubs  is  a  must  also. 
Sure,  .56.49  pilchers  of  Waterloo 
Dark  at  Selynn's  on  Thursdays  are 
great,  but  a  pint  of  Col  fce  Porter  or  Tra- 
falgar Belgian  Ale  at  C'est  What  is  just 
heavenly. 

Although  are  hearts  remain  in 
Ontario,  wc  cannot  forget  the  offerings 
of  Ihc  rest  of  this  fair  planet!  ITic  Cross- 
roads liquor  store  is  home  lo  probably 
Toronto's  largest  beer  superstore.  Great 
beers  lo  be  sampled  might  include: 


(Belgium's  famous  fruit  flavtiured  beers 
from  the  Senne  Valley),  St.  Andrews  Ale 
(Scotland),  Murphy's  ln.sh  Stout  (Ire- 
land) or  Sieinlager  (New  Zealand). 

Wc  will  edu- 
cate! A  can  of 
beer  and  a 


Iambics,  enkels,  dubbcls.  in  pels,  lagers, 
bocks,  dopplebocks.  maerzcns. 
oklobcrfc:its,  pilsners,  California  com- 
mons, koelschs,  crca:n  ales  and 
cisbocks?  What  is  a 
draught-tlow  beer 
can?  How 


Samuel  Adams  Boston  Ale  (probably 
America's  best),  Mort  Subitc  Cassis, 
Framboise,  Guczc  or  Pcche  Lambic 


bottle 
of  beer  and  u 
glass  of  lapped  beer  arc 
not  the  same  thing!  What  arc  the  dif 
fercnces  belwecn  ales,  bitter?,  pale  ales 


do  I  judge 
a  beer?  Why  is 
making  love  in  a  canoe 
like  drinking  American  beer?  We  will 
discuss  beer  and  all  ol  its  great  teatures 


Brewery  Tours!  Ontario  is  full 
of  microbrewerics  open  to  our  inspec- 
tion and  sampling!  There  is  the  Upper 
Canada  brewery  right  here  in  Toronto. 
Ihe  Trafalgar  Brewing  Company  in 
Oakville.  Robinsons  in  Mississauga. 
Creemore  Springs  in  Creemore, 
Slccman's  and  Wellington  County  in 
Guclph.  the  Niagara  Falls  Brewing 
Company  in  Niagara  Falls,  plus  many 
odicrs! 

Brewpubs  arc  an  important  part 
of  any  beer  drinkers  life,  and  Toronto 
has  a  number  of  brewpubs  for  our 
\     lasting  pleasure  -  C'est  What,  the 
\    Rotterdam,  Denison's,  the  Gnmitc 
Brewery,  and  more!  All  of  these 
1  pubs  not  only  serve  Ontario's  fin- 
est, but  their  own  creations  too. 
These  pubs  will  be  visited,  try- 
ing such  beers  as  C'est  What's 
Mild  Brown  Ale.  Denison's 
Royal  Dunkcl  or  the  Rotterdam's 
Natural  Blonde! 
And  finally,  wc  will  attempt 
liomebrewing!  We  will  make  use 
of  one  of  Toronto's  many  you- 
brcw  facilities  to  bring  home  a  few 
ca.ses  of  a  beer  you  can  call  your 
own.  I  personally  tried  my  uncle's 
homebrew  Smithwicks  over  Christmas 
and  it  was  goood. 

Also  printed  in  this  issue  of  The 
Innis  Herald  is  the  English  translation 
of  the  Reinheislgcbot.  or  more  com- 
monly known  as  the  Bavarian  Purity 
Act  of  1516.  Enjoy!  Wc  want  all  to 
come  out  to  die  IBCS  this  fall  and  have 
a  sip  of  what  the  world  has  to  offer. 


porters,  stouts,  barley  wines,  trappists,     over  numerous  pints  this  fall. 


Reinheistgebot ! 


by  Cass  Enright 

For  all  of  you  who  drink  Upper 
Canada,  you  must  have  noticed  thai  they 
"handcraft  our  beers  in  small  batches 
using  pure  spring  water  &  natural  in- 
gredients according  lo  the  world's  strict- 
est brewing  code  -  The  Bavarian  Purity 
Act  of  1.116."  Here  is  the  B.P.A.  (actu- 
ally the  Reinheistgebot)  for  your  read- 
ing pleasure  (translated  into  English 
from  its  original  German). 

Translated  by:  John  Dieter  Stucwc 
(jdslguni-padcrbom.de) 

The  Reinheistgebot  is  the  part  of 
the  Biersteuergesclz  (Beer  lax  law)  thai 
distinguishes  whether  a  beverage  is  beer 
or  not,  or  in  other  words  lo  decide 
whether  beer  tax  must  be  paid  on  it.  This 
is  the  last  version  of  before  it  was  abro- 
gated by  the  EEC.  Ii  can  be  found  in 
Bicrstcuergesetz  (Bundcsgesctzblatl), 
1986  volume  I,  page  527. 


Paragraph  9 
Brewing  Beer 

(  1)  For  brewing  low  fermented  beer 


may  only  be  used  barley-mall,  hops, 
yeast  and  water,  except  of  the  pre- 
scriptions in  the  paragraphs  (4)  to  (6). 

( 2)  The  brewing  of  top  fermented  beer 
is  subjected  to  the  same  prescription; 
however  the  use  of  other  malt  and  the 
use  of  technical  pure  cane-  ,  beet-  in- 
vert- or  siarch  sugar  and  colour-matter 
made  out  of  the  sugar  described  above 
is  allowed  loo. 

( 3)  Malt  means  every  lype  of  grain,  dial 
is  artificially  made  sprouting. 

(  4)  The  use  of  colour  beers,  which  are 
only  produced  oui  of  malt,  hops,  yeast 
and  water,  is  permitted  for  brewing  beer, 
but  is  subjected  to  special  controlling 


( 5)  Instead  of  hops,  hops-powder  or  in 
other  ways  to  small  pieces  reduced  hops 
or  hops  extracts  may  be  used  for  brew- 
ing beer,  if  these  products  satisfy  the 
following  requirements: 

I.  Hops-powder  and  in  other  ways 
to  small  pieces  reduced  hops,  same  as 
hops  extracts  must  only  be  ob- 
laincd  out  of  hops. 


2.  Hops  extracts  must 


a)  contain  all  substances  of  the 
hops,  lhal  are  passed  over  to  the  wort 

during  the  brewing  process  or 
it's  flavour  and  bitter  components  in 

a  condition  that  the  hops  has  got 
before  or  while  boiling  the  wort. 

b)  comply  to  the  rules  of  food  law. 

The  hops  extracts  may  only  be  added 
to  die  wort  before  or  while  the  wort  is 
boiled. 

( 6)  As  aclarifier  for  wort  and  beer  only 
substances  may  be  used  thai  work 
machanically  or  absorbing  and  lhat  are 
seperatcd  again  except  of  pans  that  are 
insignificiant  according  to  health,  smell 
or  taste  and  lhat  arc  technically  inevi- 
table. 

(  7)  On  request,  it  may  be  permuted  in 
single  cases  that  the  prcpcration  of  spe- 
cial beers  and  of  beer  that  is  dctcmiincd 
to  be  cxptirtcd  or  lo  be  used  for  scicn- 
lific  experiments  diverges  from  pre- 
scription (I)  and  (2). 

(  8)  The  prescriptions  (1)  and  (2)  don'l 
apply  10  those  breweries  that  pnxluce 
beer  only  t"or  domestic  use. 
(Homcbrcwcrs) 

(  9)  The  admixture  of  water  lo  the  beer 
by  the  brewer  after  the  dctcnnination 
of  the  extract  contents  of  the  original 
wort  in  the  fcmicntine  cellar  or  bv  the 


beer  trader  or  by  the  lap  keeper  is  for- 
bidden. The  main  tax  office  may  allow 
brewers  to  add  water  to  die  beer  after 
the  determination  of  the  extract  conienis 
of  the  original  wort  in  die  brew  ing  cel- 
lar, on  condition  that  the  necessary 
safety  precautions  are  adopted. 

(10)  The  mixture  of  Einfachbicr. 
Schankbicr,  Vollbier  and  Starkbier  (') 
or  the  addition  of  sugar  after  c\  aluation 
of  the  tax  b>  the  beer  trader  or  tap 
keeper  is  forbidden.  The  Federal 
Mininster  of  Finance  may  allow  excep- 
tions. 

(11)  For  producing  top  Icrmcnicd 
Einfachbicr.  sweeling  agent  nij\'  tMr 
used  tollowing  the  prcscripiion.s  of  the 
Zusatzstoff-Zulassungsvcrordnung 
from  the  22nd  of  IX'ccmbcr  19S1  (Be  - 
Bl  1  S.16251.W))  in  the  for  Ihe  lime 
bceing  valid  version. 

(  *)  The  gcmian  tK~er  lav  law  dislin- 
cuishcs  liccrs  by  the  exiraci  contents  of 
the  original  wort  in  (weight)  percent  to 
evaluate  the  lax  : 

Einfachbicr:  2.0-  5.S 
Schankbicr  :  7.0-  S.O 
\'ollbicr  :  11.0  •  14.0 
Starkbier  :  >  Iti.O 
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How  to  pick  up  at  bars,  or, 

pardon  me,  but  I  want  to  fiick  you  like  an  animal. 


by  Anonymous 

"Something  is  pcnclraling  my 
mind."  he  ihoughi.  Talon  Roberts  sal 
at  the  table,  alone.  The  smoke  infested 
room  was  filled  wiih  fellow  students. 
In  the  comer  of  the  room  he  sal,  the 
darkness  enveloping  his  body.  He  eyes 
were  closed,  head  tilted  downward.s  to- 
wards his  glass  of  beer.  The  music  of 
the  popular  university  bands  was  pul- 
sating in  die  background,  through  Tal- 
on's head.  He  did  not  hear  the  .sounds. 
His  mind  wa.s  ftKuscd  on  something  he 
had  never  experienced  before.  He  was 
sharing  his  mind  with  another.  His 
mind  was  receiving  the  thoughts  and 
emotions  of  another  person,  a  female, 
in  the  same  pub.  He  began  to  shudder, 
and  suddenly  ceased.  He  ro.sc  his  head, 
unshaken.  ITic  thoughts  ofhcr  were  siill 
present  in  his  mind.  A  smile  came 
across  his  face.  "1  can  help  you"  he 
whispered  to  himself. 

Ridge  was  on  the  dance  tloor. 
ttioulhing  the  words  to  the  NIN  s<mg 
currently  playing,  slobbering  over  the 
skank  in  front  of  him.  "Can  I  buy  you 
a  brew?"  he  asked.  "Whatever."  Ridge 
raced  off  the  floor  heading  towards  the 
bar,  fumbling  for  the  money  in  his 
pocket  to  buy  the  drink.  One  beer,  he 
ordered.  Weaving  back  through  the 
crowd,  bopping  ever  so  slightly,  he 
manoeuvred  his  way  back  to  the  girl. 
Handing  her  Ihc  drink,  "thanks"  she 
.said.  Ridge  felt  like  such  a  big  man. 
Gazing  through  her  chest,  he  danced  in 
front  of  her,  his  cheap  cologne  and 


sweat  staining  his  cool  plaid  shin.  She 
was  quietly  sipping  her  newly  Uiught 
bt-cr.  looking  anywhere  but  at  him.  "1 
want  to  fuck  you  like  an  animal"  he 
sang,  amis  flailing.  Turning  around,  she 
w  alked  through  the  crowd  and  off  ihe 
d;mce  floor,  not  even  saying  "anyways" 
or  waving.  Ridge,  obviously  upset 
about  another  wasted  four  bucks,  held 
back  his  emotions.  He  sadly  watched 
Ihc  girl's  100  big  ass  in  too  light  jeans 
waddle  dirough  ihe  plethora  of  bodies 
and  off  the  fliwr.  He  saw  her  lazily  ac- 
cept another  beer  from  another  plaid 
shined  dancer.  Ridge  turned,  spoiled 
another  woman,  again  attempting  to 
scjueczc  her  hugeness  into  an  all  mo 
light  bixlysuit.  "Can  I  buy  you  a  brew?" 

Talon  sttxxl  up,  and  walked  to 
the  stage,  his  mind  racing  with  her 
thoughts.  He  climbed  up,  and  grabbed 
a  microphone.  He  could  not  sing.  He 
never  sang  before.  But  he  did  then. 
Almost  whispering  into  the  mike,  his 
gravely  voice  came  though  the  speak- 
ers virtually  silently.  He  was  not  no- 
ticed by  anyone.  He  was  singing,  stand- 
ing in  the  darkness  beside  a  slack  of  am- 
pliTieis.  He  continued,  unfazcd  by  the 
apparent  luck  of  attention.  He  glanced 
10  Ihc  crowd,  each  one  of  the  bodies  at 
the  siagc  turned  the  other  way.  Tlie 
current  song  blaring  through  ihe  speak- 
ers ended.  There  was  an  instant  of  si- 
lence. Except  for  Talon's  voice  -  full 
of  emoiion  -  began  to  come  through  ihe 
speakers.  He  sung  almost  monoto- 
nously. A  deep,  smooth  voice  pen- 
etrated Ihe  sonic  receptors  of  everyone 


Brand  New  Campus 
Store  Waiting  to  Serve 
You 


by  Alan  Wong 

Tucked  into  ihe  south  comer 
of  Innis  Rez,  partially  from  the  pe- 
destrian entrance  to  ihe  underground 
parking,  the  Campus  General  Store 
is  a  new  non-profit  store  operated 
by  Ihe  University  of  Toronto  Press, 
students  from  U  of  Tare  hired  to  run 
the  store  whenever  possible. 

According  to  manager  Sandy 
Cooper,  the  Campus  General  Store 
has  been  a  success.  Response  from 
ils  customers,  especially  from  Innis 
Rez.  has  been  overwhelmingly  posi- 


tive. The  store  is  open  all  year  long 
and  its  operating  hours  will  be 
gratefully  extended  in  the  near  fu- 
ture (till  8  pm,  weekdays). 

The  store  sells  a  variety  of 
grocery  and  snack  items,  as  well  as 
bixiks,  magazines,  newspapers,  sta- 
tionary, campus  wear,  video  and 
video  game  rentals,  and  toiletries  at 
fair  prices.  A  5-ccnt  photocopy 
machine  is  available  during  oper- 
ating hours. 
Campus  General  Store  hour^: 
Weekdays  8  am  -  6  pm 
Saturdays  10  am  -  5  pm 
Sundays  1 2  pm  -  5  pm 


there.  Tlicrc  was  quiet  amongst  the 
crowd.  All  turned  to  sec  Talon,  still 
standing  in  the  shadows.  Talon  saw  her 
in  his  mind.  She  was  in  pain.  Her 
thoughts  were  reaching  out  and  his 
mind  was  there  to  mceive.  Hcrihougliis 
were  appearing  as  flashuig  images  in 
his  head.  He  could  nol  make  diein  all 
out.  She  was  preventing  him  fnini  do- 
ing so.  The  images  he  could  decode 
were  dreadful. 

"I  know  you  are  feeling  pain  / 
Please  let  me  help  you  /  Just  say  the 
word  and  I'll  come  .'  I  will  be  waiting 
for  you."  He  did  not  know  whether.she 
knew.  Guilt  overlook  him,  and  he 
blamcdhiniscif  for  mind  voyeurism,  for 
looking  into  her  ilioughls.  even  if  un- 
controllable and  incomprehensible  to 
him.  He  stuttered,  and  his  voice  iKgan 
to  shake. 

"He  must  have  hurt  you  bad  / 
Your  thoughts  arc  oh  so  vicious  /  Please 
let  me  inside  /  Please  believe  1  am  not 
him."  More  images  were  beginning  to 
Hash  in  his  head.  More  coherent,  more 
clear,  nol  as  blurry.  He  saw  a  flash  of 
her  face  in  his  mind.  She  vva,s  divine. 
Her  eyes,  however,  were  distraught. 
His  voiced  quivered  again,  this  lime  in 
CKciicment. 

"You  have  anger  in  your  heart  / 
Those  beautiful  eyes  look  .so  blue  /  Let 
me  heal  your  soul  /  Realise  my  love  is 
true."  Talon's  mind  began  to  whirl.  He 
was  sweating,  all  eyes  in  the  pub  fix- 
ated on  his  dat1<cned  silhouette.  The 
foreign  images  in  his  mind  became 
clearer,  depicting  violence,  pain,  anger, 
hurt.  Those  emotions  ovcnixik  Talon. 


More  images  of  her  cmcniir  ap[)cared. 
.uid  Talon  began  lo  .w.irch  llie  audience 
for  her  face. 

"1  want  to  find  your  lost  heart  / 
Haired  has  shunned  it  from  llic  world  / 
But  I  know  1  can  revive  ii  /  Bring  pleas- 
ure back  to  that  pretty  face  /  Just  have 
faith  and  let  me  try."  Ai  that  moniont. 
the  niicniphonc  dropped.  Talon  strolled 
out  of  the  shadow  and  off  the  stage,  to 
his  seal  at  his  table,  llic  audience  was 
still  silent.  All  iheircycs  followed  him 
to  his  seat.  He  sat,  grabbed  his  beer  and 
look  a  sip.  his  eyes  downward.  He  did 
not  say  a  word.  After  a  lew  seconds 
the  crowd  relumed  to  their  activities, 
dancing  and  talking. 

Ridge  left  the  bar.  as  he  had 
came,  with  his  four  buddies,  alter  .in- 
oihcr  unsuccessful  night  of  finding 
women,  another  thirty  five  hticksdowii 
the  drain.  "Why  do  I  buy  beers  for  iho.se 
bitches?"  one  .said.  'T'orgel  about  it. 
Tomorrow  night's  another  nighi.  an- 
other club,  another  plaid  shirt.  Plenty 
of  skaiiks  111  this  louii." 

T'alon  left  soon  alter.  Tlie  im- 
ages of  the  woman's  thoughts  had 
ceased  in  his  head.  No  more  pain,  sor- 
row, suffering.  Her  heart  had  been 
found,  her  .soul  healed.  Ilie  images  of 
her  appearance  were  gone  (oo.  'I'hey 
never  did  come  into  perfect  IVkus  in  his 
mind.  He  never  saw  her  beautiful  eyes 
or  pretty  face  in  his  mind.  However, 
he  can  use  his  eyes  to  .sec  these  now: 
she  is  lying  next  to  him. 


INNIS  EVENTS 

APRIL  7.  BBQ  in  Rez  Quad  1  -4pm 

Orientation  Meeting  4pni 

Faroi  Trip 
28-30-  $10 

-Food,  acconuxlation.  transportation 


INNIS  COLLEGE 
STUDENT  SOCIETY 
(ICSS) 

Election  results: 

Prez  -  .A.ndy  Ling 
Vp  Gov't  -  William  O'  Higgins 
VP  Services  -  Joyce  Yec 
Treasurer  •  Aaron  Magney 
Men's  Athletics  ■  Len  McKcc 
Women's  Athletic's  -  Deb  Maksymiu 
Co-ed  Alheleiic's  -  Andy  Miller 
Social  Reps  -  Caroline  Meyer 

-  Kathy  O.sterlund 
Clubs  Rep  -  Chris  Kebbel 
Spirit  Challenge  -  Jeol  Schuster 
Education  Commisioncr  -  Eugene  Fong 
Dere 

Communicaiions  -  Jennica  Harper 


This' coiikl  be  yolil  \ 
Soiincis  like  i'un,,i^fi? 

VStniv  ftir  the  l'J05-'J(>  Innis  1/ crald  iiml  yttu: 
toultl  ho  Jnst  as  \siUl  ;md  popiihir  as  this  innis 
llvraid  sUiir  mcinher  in  this  photo  uioticu  the- 
do/.eii  scrc'iiinino:,  luiked  wouicii  hidin<>  under  I  he 

desk:;)..',  L     '■  ;  ;  .  - 


the  innis  herald:  march/april  1995. 


GOODNIGHT  MCX)SE 
A  BKDTIME  POEM  FOR  INSOMNIAC 
ALASKANS 

In  ihc  great  big  5l;uc 
ThcK  was  a  little  town 

And  a  wild  while  goose 
And  a  big  brown  muosc. 

And  (here  were  ihrce  gri/./Iy  bear.s  giving  out  scares 

And  two  liillc  beavers 
And  short-wiivc  receivers 

And  beautiful  lakes 
And  caribou  steaks. 

And  cagie<;  and  fishes 
And  satellite  dishes. 

And  a  deejay  starting  to  play  "Nightimc's  the  Right 
Time" 

And  the  Alycska  Pipeline 

And  II  quiet  old  lady  who  was  tuning  in  "Nighlline." 

Goodnight  goose. 
Goodnight  moose. 
Goodnight  whites,  Indians.  Aleuts. 


And  goodnight  lo  ihc  old  lady 
Turning  off  "Nighllinc". 

Goodnight  pcrmarrosi,  taiga, 
tundra 

Goodnight  biscuits  of  Gold 
Medal  Wondra. 

Goodnight  mountains 
Goodnight  air 

Goodnight  Alaskans  every- 
where. 

Goodnight  oil 
Goodnight  sea 

GwKtnighi.  sleep  tight.  Cicely. 


GiKxinight  Aurora 
And  Fauna  and  Flora. 
Goodnight  deer 
And  goodnight  beer. 

Goodnight  huskies 

And  imntigrant  Russktes. 

Goodnight  stars 
And  g(x>dnight  bars. 

GtHKlnighi  deejay 

And  "Nighllinte's  the  Right  Time" 

Goodnight  nobody 

.And  goodnight  pipeline. 


The  Most  Wcked  Game  of  All 

I  diin't  know  when  I  exactly  founj  you 

IVfhnp:^  It's  3  mtnd  full  of  pulsating  ihoughi:>  and  iniriguing  questions 
Of  a  crcaiivc.  enriching  spirii  that  grew  raniasiic  wiih  each  new  glimpse 
All  I  know-and  wise  for  I  know  nothing- 
I  tan'l  iflt  yim  how  much 
I  long  lu  hoM  you 

Th.ii  >our  c>cs  arc  like  lUHhiHg  on  earth 
Vou  musi  be  wme  kinJ  of  angel  wilh  eyes  like  pools  of  water 
Thai  you  smile  invigorates  me 
Your  minil  which  draws  me  lo  you 
And  lhat  your  soul  makes  me  shiver  in  awe 
Touch  nic  and  let  mc  know  you're  real.  Be  new,  so  you  receive  the  love  I  would  give 
and  nurture  wlih 

So  close  tu  you.  right  under  your  breath 

Longing  for  ihc  day  when  wc  shire  ihey  same  embrace 

Burning  for  the  day  thai      can  talk  and  explore  the  ground  awa^h  with  leaves 


Dawn 

\  cmbraccti  the  summer  dawn- 
Nothing  was  stirring  as  yet  on  the  front  of  the  palaces.  The  waters  were  still.  Amiies  of 
shadows  lingered  upon  the  path  lo  the  woods,  I  walked,  waking  warm  and  living  breath,  and  the 
precious  gems  were  watching,  and  wings  soared  soundlessly. 

The  first  venture,  on  (he  path  already  full  of  fresh  and  wan  gliiierings,  was  a  flower  who  told 
mc  her  name.. 

■"  I  lluminanons" -Arthur  Rimbaud. 

Music  is  the  OnJy  Reality  Worlli  Remembering 

Enlcring  .i  room  scaiil  few  wailing  for  Instructing  Graces 
I  am  suddenly,  magiflccnily  engulfed  in  music 

When  I  am  seperatc  from  you 
I  realise  what  a  fool  1  was 
To  stop  playing 

Though  never  *cr\  good.  1  should  have  reucni?ed  ihe  true  good 
Thai  if  11  makes  you  hjppy 
Then  dial's  Ihe  only  goodness  you'll  r 
Not  the  irials  ol 


Bui  i  can't  lel)  you  how  afraid  I  am 

(or»  Thai  1  can  open  my  hean.  but  only  for  so  long 

Because  when  1  do.  I'll  open  my  eyes 

and  sec  yours  -  ihc  jewels  I've  never  seen 


And  that  will  only  make  mi 
wlicn  1  think  uf  how  we'll  i 


But  It  doesn't  slop  me 


cry 


I  excuse  the  number  of  cnlhcs  included  by 
"R.Miirray".  !  blame  getting  over  a  bad 
case  of  love  for  il  myself.,  it'll  never  hap- 
pen agairt-lhesc  "R.Murray"  pieces,  though 
I'm  crossing  my  fingers  that  love  will. 

■ed.'s  note 


From  wanimg  your  amu  around  mc. 
Your  skin  next  to  me.  your  hps  on  mine 
Wc  walk  the  woods,  this  new  laugh  of  yours  filling  Ihe  air 
As  I  sec  what  mikes  your  world.  I  grow  mote  comfortable  in  mine 
For  few  limes  we've  talked  i  can  sec  that  my  vision  is  a  glorified  one 
That  wc  might  not  have  the  same  type  of  mind 
but  what  I've  seen  1  most  ceruinly  do  hkc... 

The  most  wicked  gantc  Cod  can  play 

Is  (o  show  you  Ijcauty  evtsis 

That  a  mind  and  soul  of  you  penuuites  i.he  earth 

And  ihti  I  might  never  cmlwaec  for  the  fear  that  overiakcs  my  soul. 

conllicilng  me  with  desire  and  icnjcity 

When  ram  washes  the  catth  with  God's  tears.  I  can  see  that  the  world  is  hghl  again 

And  I  call  hope  lo  travel  the  woods 

lb  TiK'ct  a  love  so  w  ise  as  you 

And  iranscnd  alt  time 

And  to  set  those  eyc^  that  mimir  a  sool 

i  only  wish  that  you'd  jcc  as 

the  Hclds  arc  somehow  cm^xy  wtihoui  <)ou 

/?.  Murray 


Noi  ihe  dust)  pillars  of  age-nid  theories 
Nor  assignineni^  graded,  nor 
Masters  rt-ceived 

n  Ihe  infinite  heaven  wc  all  strive  lor 
For  the  anns  upraised  towards  our 
own  privale  fantasy 
Faniasy  of  life  lhai  which  cannot 
Mask  the  iruih- 
must  is  everything 
Only  thing  wonh  living  for 
Cannoi  betray  hurl  or 
ruin  a  life 

And  most  paranioum-  it  is  beyond  eternal 
Because  hununily  is  bent  un  destroying, 
wasting,  diving'dividing?  into  oblivion. 
While  after  every  tataslropc, 
music  will  still  be  everlasting. 
Man's  only  deed  wonh  praise 
But  then  again,  it  has  a  life  unto  itself 
expressing  the  intangible.  embrai,'ing 
magical,  il  is  hfe 
within  our  souls 

I  'H  have  cumc  lo  my  senses  and  learned  about  the  only  miih 
If  music  is  every  ihing.  then  why  have/need  the  world'? 

When  your  snide  faces 
walk  Ihe 

life  of  Maicrialsim 

And  your  naiierinj 

voices  betray  your 

hollow  lives 

The  Triumph  of 

Music  erases 

Your  selfish  usclcssness 

But  musie- 
Mu:.c  saves  me 
from  human  fulily 
"Ihe  uliimaie  lover" 


Ook:  Speaker  to  Rodents, 

ln4y  Ghosh.  Anionla       Enna  Frtypons,  Erin-Beth  Sruntt, 
Peter  Smith,  Diaitt  Sidik.  E.B.  SouthwooJ.  AImi  Wong.  7.7.4 .. 
Susen  dt  Nimt},  Sun  Chaa,  llamilion  Smith,  el.  nl. 
Join  a  growing  '.ist  of  lilmry  luminaries 
Be  a  diamond  in  the  nxigb — Anj  ihing  goei  for 
poetry  and  fiction  Create  and  show  your  >v  ork 
WillcforthcIruusHeiBld 
loci;  then  into  ihine  heart  and  \vriu! 
a.ongfcllow,  VoKci  of  the  NigbO 
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art  &  LITERATURE 


A  LITTLE  WHITE  LIE 

It  at!  started  wiih  one  innoccni 
while  lie. 

"1  love  you".  Ralph  confessed  me 
spring  Saturday  morning  as  wc  Jay  curled 
in  bed  in  the  bungalow  wc  were  sharing. 
I 'd  been  seeing  Ralph  for  two  years  now 
and  we'd  been  iiving  togcfhcr  for  three 
months  already. 

Ouiside  ihe  window  was  the  liny 
garden  he'd  been  trying  to  cukivaic.  A 
twig  of  a  maple  irce  shaded  the  whole 
thing  -  and  I  knew  his  tomatoes  would 
nol  grow.  Yet  I  said  nothing,  because  he 
seemed  so  happy  and  comeni  lo  sii  there 
for  hours  on  end,  making  his  mud-pics 
and  planting  his  vegetables.  Snuggling 
closer  to  him  I  told  him  thai  I  loved  him 
too. 

i  did  not  love  Ralph,  maybe  ( did 
but  didn't  know  it  at  the  lintc.  Maybe 
that's  a  lie  too.  Ralph  was  a  nice  man. 
He  was  pleasant -looking.  He  was  a  good 
employee.  He  trcaied  me  well.  One  day 
he  would  make  a  gotx!  father  i  like 
Ralph.  Ralph  mcani  comfort  and  secu- 
rity. I  had  known  all  along  that  he  loved 
me.  J  had  known  all  along  that  i  did  not 
love  him. 

Ralph  proposed  one  summer  on 
bended  knee  at  the  private  picnic  under 


R.E.M.  amfd  the  "kudzu" 
coming  to  Toronto  (wc  hope)  on 
June  13. 

Peace 

We  are  running  in  the  forest,  with 
the  grass  playfully  among  our  iocs,  no  fear 
of  broken  concrete  lo  cut  out  skin  and 
bleed.  Wc  play  lag  on  uneven  lerrain,  run- 
ning, running,  running  as  our  breath  and 
adrenaline  race  like  tigers  in  the  nighi. 
Night  vision  gives  everything  a  hue  of 
blue  as  the  brillianl  blue  of  sky  lights  our 
way  and  keeps  our  bodies  in  view,  our 
eyes  sharp  like  rubies  cut  (like  ice)  by  la- 
sers yet  foggy  by  the  sparkly  padem;.  of 
dots  exploding  by  in  the  night. 

Trip  and  race,  stumble  and  fly. 
Our  bodies  meet  bu!  our  hands  have 
touched  a  sptii-second  before  wc  do-warm 
giving  you  a  touch  that  makes  the  sum- 
mer air  seem  blustery.  Though  wouldn't 
you  know  ri-ihis  is  Canada  and  you  can 
see  your  breath  up  here  in  the  wood^  of 
July,  giving  >oiir  bmihcrs  siimcihing  lo 
talk  about  on  ihc  I )  htiur  car  ride  back  lo 
America  "CJawd  dang",  you'd  say,  as 
iht*y  shake  ihcir  heads  in  ciucl  disbelief, 
"we  can  see  our  brcaih  in  Jut>.  God 
Damn!" 

fJul  in  Ihe  iiighi  I  don'i  tjijesiiun 
Ihe  abiurdiiy  of  our  \i.caihei  or  the  weird 
spctl  these  wamkIs  have  casi  ihesc  occu- 
pants on  this  quiet,  unreal  ntghi.  The 
wouds  arc  a  bUnkct  of  proicciiun.  like  a 
[t'icphonc  txh>ih  w  ith  an  an^^cl  on  the  oi her 
end,  a  gixi  whose  world  includes  your 


the  shade  ol  that  maple  tree,  and  all  I  couid 
do  was  say  yes  as  the  leors  welled  up  in  my 
eyes.  I'm  no!  sure  anymore  whether  iericd 
for  joy  outright,  for  the  satisfaction  of  life- 
long stability,  or  because  I  knew  that  I  had 
condemned  myself  to  a  life  of  mediocrity  - 
a  life  without  passion  -  a  life  without  love. 
I  married  Ralph,  and  we  bou^i  that  bun- 
galow we'd  been  renting  with  the  mapk  tree 
in  the  yard. 

And  as  the  tree  drew,  the  heavy 
shade  it  cast  was  soon  large  cnoagii  to  place 
a  picnic  table  under,  where  we  could  con- 
tinue lo  have  our  summer  picnics.  It  was 
there,  where  Ralph  would  speak  of  work, 
ilic  world,  and  the  new  life  wc  would  soon 
be  bringing  to  it.  And  I  would  smile  and 
laugh  as  he  poked  at  my  growing  belly,  be- 
cause he  iovcd  mc,  and  he  would  take  care 
of  mc.  I  did  not  think  that  it  would  matter 
to  him,  that  I  did  not  love  him.  In  fact,  self- 
ishly. I  did  not  think  of  him,  or  much  else  at 
all. 

Ralph  was  like  that  great  maple  tree 
sheltering  me  from  wind  and  storm  and  the 
happenings  In  our  neighbour's  backyard.  I 
hid  in  the  shadow  of  his  caring,  sheltering 
myself  from  reality,  from  the  p*)tcntial  pain 
and  hurt  that  I  might  have  felt  -  had  I  al- 
lowed myself  to  care. 

Looking  out  the  window  of  the  bed- 
room that  we  shared.  I  watched  our  two 


What  I'm  Doing  Here 

I  do  not  know  if  ihf  world  lia*  lied 
I  have  lied 

I  do  not  kjiow  if  the  wor(t)  has 

conspired  against  love 

I  have  conspired  against  love 

TTh*  aimospherc  of  torture  is  no  comfort 

I  have  tortured 

Even  withuul  the  mushroom  cloud 

still  I  would  have  haled 

IJsiirn 

I  would  have  done  ihc  same  things 

even  if  ihcre  were  no  dcaih 

I  will  not  be  held  like  a  ilmnkard 

under  die  cold  lap  of  fdcb 

I  rel'usc  Ihc  universal  alibi 

Like  an  empty  telephone  hot)ih  [lassed  at  nighi 
and  reniombcrvd 

lil«e  iiiiriors  in  a  movtc  palace  lobby  coniullfd 
onl>  on  Ihe  way  ogl 

like  a  nymptioMianiai'  who  bind>  a  Ihuusund 
inio  a  sirange  brotherhood 
I  wait 

for  cjch  one  of  you  lo  confess, 

'Ij^onard  Cohen 


dreams,  not  the  misery  or  deslruclion 
you've  so  accustomed  to  sobbing  to,  In  this 
place  it  feels  hard  to  accept  that  this,  indeed, 
is  the  same  world  as  India.  Somalia, 
Sarajevo.  These  woods  arc  out  of  a  dream, 
and  you  accept  thai  as  well. 

Your  mind  ignores  Ihc  pain  of  the 
breathing  world.  Your  eyes  only  see  ihe 
silence  of  the  black  forest,  and  all  that  it 
can  bring.  You  and  I  fall  to  the  ground  like 
a  magnet  that  cannot  slop.  We  were  stand- 
ing, in  awe  of  the  forest  we  arc  a  pan  of, 
and  now  wc  lie  on  the  floor  of  this  forest 
which  is  our  own  silent  playground,  the  only 
way  thai  we  together  can  be  free. 

The  surroundings  are  inioxicating- 
hke  adding  chili  peppers  to  a  pressure 
cooker.  Two  bodies  become  a  spirit,  a  fairy 
thai  flies  with  the  power  ofour  dreams,  and 
who  we'd  be  (it  we  let  ourselves  be- J  as  her 
liny  engine.  The  Nniy  full  of  passion  and 
quiei  caring  lakes  me  toncw  heights  as  you 
guide  me  into  a  world  uf"  freedom  I've  never 
know.  A  touch  so  thrilling  and  welcomed 
opens  up  my  mtiid  lu  new  pleasure  and 
iiiesmerires  nij  senso  in  a  primal  dance  of 
cxoiii;  {"ur>-hui;i  tury  filled  vv  iih  iwo  minds 
in  rapture,  two  biidies  in  flight  and  two  pairs 
nf  eyes  ill  itlcnt  agrecmem.  I  ihink  back  lo 
Ihe  vionis  I  said  iu  >ou  mere  d^ys  at'0-"rni 
sorry  *-as  we  lay  enthralled,  entwined  in  an 


children  swinging  back  and  forth,  dangei 
ously  higher  and  higher,  twi  the  tire-swtng 
which  Raipli  had  attaebcd  to  that  maple  tree 
the  summer  before.  And  1  rciiwmbcrcd  how 
he  told  mc  that  he  loved  mc.  And  Todd, 
and  Cabbi.  those  two  innoceni  children 
building  mud-pies  and  dream  hou.ses  at  the 
base  of  (he  tree,  those  are  the  products  of 
his  love.  The  children  went  to  school,  grew 
up,  wcflt  to  coUege.  and  left  honie.  1  seemed 
so  soon,  that  Ralph  and  I  occupied  that  bun- 
galow by  ourselves  once  again. 

Lotting  out  of  Ihc  wirwiow  one  fine 
autumn  day  at  the  blood-rcd  leaves  which 
formed  a  mat!  on  the  ground  encircling  the 
tree,  I  fmaily  could  noi  stand  it  anymore,  I 
suddenly  fell  (he  compelling  need  to  blurt 
out  what  had  occupied  my  thoughts  for  all 
these  years.  "Ralirfi,  tomatoes  dtin'f  grow 
in  the  shade.'"  I  said.  He  did  tioi  say  a  word, 
but  turned  to  face  me  wiih  such  an  cxpres- 
sitjn  of  shock  and  grief,  like  a  sick  mask 
over  his  almost  always  smiting  face.  It  had 
never  occurred  to  him  to  ask  whether  to- 
matoes grew  in  the  shade.  He  never  won- 
dered why  Ihey  never  came,  despite  his  love 
and  dedication.  I  think  that  he  always  as- 
sumed that  one  day  they  would  magically 
sprout  overnight  into  healthy  green  plants, 
laden  with  ripe,  reii  juicy  tumatocs.  And  ii 
pained  mc  so  much  to  sec  him  this  way.  I 
was  so  sorry  that  I  had  said  nothing  earlier. 


I  was  so  vorry  thai  I  had  fcl  it  gfi  tins  far. 

The  next  day  !  waited  as  Ralph  du- 
tifully t^K>k  hts  chainsaw  and  fcilcd  that  uee 
AH  ihai  renwincJ  wts  the  Mubbttm  .uump. 
We  f ivcd  m  comparstivel)  ctwifort- 
able  siIciilc  for  the  next  year. 

"Why  dfjn't  yk>u  try  growing  the  to- 
ntaiocs  this  year?  I'hey'll  be  sure  to  come 
up."  I  said.  Ralph  shrugged  bis  shoulders 
with  resignation.  "1  never  had  a  green 
thumb  anyway",  he  said.  I  felt  an  unknown 
and  uncupccted  disappointment  well  up  in- 
side of  mc.  I  almost  wanted  logo  atid  plant 
thiftc  damn  tomatoes  myself  this  year  — 
but  I  didn't  Instead  1  spent  Ihe  sprmg  stand- 
ing by  our  (jcdrwm  window  and  watching 
as  a  field  of  tiny  maple  trees  took  root  and 
began  to  grow,  where  our  toniaitxrs  were 
once  supposed  to  have  grown. 


by  Antottia  Yee 


embrace  of  passion  occurring.  As  I  move 
under  your  touch  of  security  and  sensual 
life,  your  eyes  search  mine  in  brief  concern, 
you  finally  whispering,  "Don't  be". 

Is  Ibis  the  bliss  others  have  had-the 
kinds  I  have  wanted  so  long?  Kept  warm 
by  memories,  I  lie  choked  back  by  tears  of 
longing  held  in  my  eyes,  sobbing  for  an  un- 
known reason  as  I  think  of  the  lover  1  had 
so  been  a  part  of.  and  who  is  now  vanished 
in  the  mists- praying  safe  for  his  return. 

Pray  to  God,  pniy  to  Allah,  pray  lo 
any  who  gives  you  solace  in  your  faith, 
those  years  of  mental  pain,  times  of  human 
agony  and  years  of  no  human  cimifori.  Pray 
for  control,  a  lite  renewcd-anyihing  a  god 
can  fulfil.  Pray  for  peace  on  earth,  giwd- 
will  towards  all,  for  ihis  you  ically  feel  can 
end  all  our  pain  and  abtmiinable  suffering. 
Pray  for  peace-ihe  only  return.  In  your  heart 
you  hide  the  wish  mat  you  are  tcNirful  fate 
may  take  away-thc  one  wish  that  Ujvc  of 
your  soul,  the  man  you  treasure  will  be 
united  with  his  lover  in  the  wixxls,  ihe  one 
he  may  drcant  of  when  he  see>  ihc  .stars  at 
night. 

You  cross  your  hcail  and  pra)  lo  Ihe 
woods.  Your  one  wish  is  the  only  one  that 
mailers. 

•fi.  Murray 


City 

I  am  a  temporary  and  not  loo  dis- 
satisfied citi/en  of  a  metropolis 
hxiked  upon  as  mo-jcm  since  all 
known  taste  has  been  avoided  in 
the  furnishings  and  the  exterior 
of  the  houses  as  well  as  in  the 
planning  of  the  city.  No  trace  of 
any  monument  to  superstition  to 
be  found  here.  Moral  law  and 
the  language  are  reduced  tot  heir 
simplest  expression,  at  last! 
'Hiesc  millions  of  people  who 
feel  no  need  to  know  one  an- 
other, and  who  take  up  educa- 
tion, their  crafis  and  old  age  so 
idcnltcally  that  the  life  span  here 
tnusi  be  several  times  shorter 
ihan  what  senseless  siaiislics 
give  fore  the  dilTeieni  peopleson 
the  ct)niineni.  And  from  my  win- 
dow I  watch  new  phantoms  tloai  - 
ing  through  (he  heavy  and  eter- 
nal cudi  smoke  ■  our  forest  shade, 
our  sininicr  night!  -  the  new  Fu- 
ries. helVirc  my  cntiage  which 
my  native  land  and  my  whole 
heart  because  every  thing  here  is 
tike  this  '  Death  witlioul  tears, 
our  bvi^y  hussy  and  seiv  ant,  U>ve 
wifhoui  hope,  and  j  niLC  lilile 
Crime  whtiig  in  ihe  mud  ol  the 
street, 

tUumiihiltonA'Arlhur  HinihuuU 
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Solitary  Soliloquy 


If  only . . . 


That  blick  snow...  falls, 

bums  flesh  to  bones 
cold  n^mck 
scar  your  sou! 
vvhai  else  left 
bc-ffin  lo  fall. 

Mghl  ihc  fog. 
rip  ihc  cords 
lhal  &lill  bind  rnc  w 
keep  me  back 

1  havf  lo  go  

pfcasc 

1  have  10  f^o 

U'jvc  (cars  behirtd, 

shackles  fall 
love  of  lies 

life  of  WW!. 

what  happened  to  your  Nmilc 

why 

where 

Happjnes!>  bcjzuilcd 
Onee  iigam.  like  a  lost  child 
nf>wlicre  lo  go. 
no  line  I  know. 

Not  lUMial  sheets  of  water 
beat  this  concrete  lloor 
cosmic  da/e 

rnooiilll  face,  wind  blown  hair 
tain  Mill  pour\ 

Dim  lantern  li^'ht 
luy  only  friend 
in  this  Mortii 
Mlhotjcue  form 
niy  flreani  (las  come'' 

She  dances  liyhi 
in  ihis  pourin]!  rain 
iaiin  robe 
what  is  this  pain'.' 

Do  you  nol  know  ycl 
'lis  but  another  d ream 
the  dream  has  come 
nothing  ncv; 

nothing  real.  NOTHING  TRU13 

Oo/ing  niud,,  between  my  toes, 
icy  drops,  on  my  back 
ihoms  lhai  prick  harder 
for  the  very  same  rose. 

Heartbeat,  still  the  same 
(he  breaths,  easy  to  lake 
while  time  Hies  -  meaningless 
when  will  1  wake 
from  this  slumber? 

When  It  is  time  to  go-  again 
no  more  pain, 
Trembling  tears 
a  bittersweet  gain 


by  Indy  Ghoik 

ttcd.'.?  -a&k  rnc.  Jx>id  nc 

need  this  now,  need  a  icavjn 
or  else  1  bow, 

end  this  uavjn 

But  who  do  you  call 

into  the  mirrrx" 
Choppy  water,  nxx  k  us  all 
wlio  is  to  know,  vi4iy  we  do? 

I  sec  an  imaget.,.      If  only 
rw.„thaj  lades  \cx). 
slowly  in  the  distant  ha/e 

sirll  fighiing  amidsl  the  da^e 
kKi,  nxling..  in  this  face kss  ma/e. 

Adorn  ycxJr  Stygian  Dbck  veil, 
whik:  peacocks  daixx* 
colTins  bum 

Sulfuntus  lightning, 
the  lesson  kranicd. 

Six  - 1  have  gone 

yet  to  wjiness  this  sikrnt  nuxim. 
fog  &  dri//le 

great  this  dawn 
The  Silence  Sjx-aks, 
tlwr  water  buira. 

u  tired  slaT) 
rK>t  w\Mi  eanwJ  -  so  says  He 
Ixit  now.. ..even  k'  is  gone! 


byJ.TA 

U  tmJy  I  can  reveal  my  t/uc  inner  feelings. 
If  only  she  knew  just  how  painful  it  is 
for  n>c  10  icc  her  with  another 
U  only  I  can  share  my  intcnic  and  unbridled  passion  wjih  her 
to  let  her  feci  how  I  truly  (eel 
If  only  I  have  met  her  sooner 
If  only  she  can  see  ibc  battle  I  wage  against  niyiclf 
Each  time  I  am  with  her 
reining  back  cafh  wave  of  overwhelming  feeling  and  emotion 
If  only  she  feels  about  mc  ihc  way  I  fee!  about  her 
she  can  feel  and  sec  the  shattered  piece  of  my  broken  and  devastafcd  heart 
If  only  she  can  sec  the  hurt,  the  agony,  and  the  pain  m  my  e>es 
If  only  .  . , 

SHEEP 

byAntonia  Yee 

deep  in  regret 
cylindrical  ashes 
pcit  continuously 
uptin  my  already  naked  head 
cold  brethren 
blind  and  dumb 
folltjw  the  leader  of  (lie  lltKk 
take  the  knife 
mean  metal  glt'^icmnj? 
from  the  founiain  ^nce  ni)  heart 
check  the  mirnjr 
see  the  retleclion 
Ihc  blade  i\  blank 
I  should  have  seen  the  demon  in  you 


BLACK 

byAntonia  Yee 

Do  you  sec  what  I  see  ' 
shadows  in  the  night 
Do  you  feci  what  1  feeP 
a  trembling  fear,  a  fright 
Can  you  hear  what  I  heai^ 
voices  echoing  in  the  black 
a  frightened  scream 
a  resounding  smack 
But  would  you  do  what  I  do'' 
cry  cowardly,  turn  off  the  light 
roll  over  and  hit  the  sack 


Is  that  what  you  call  it? 

Losses  past 
broken  lines 
how  many  times...? 
this  recycled  spirit 
sings 

yet  no  moist  kis.ses 
on  his  chest 
lay  d<»wn  sweet  angel, 
time  !(» rest 

One  luM  time 
breathe  easy 
weary  eyes 
sleep  ...  alone 
let  it  Iw 

yourcomlori  /one 

1  have  to  go 
time  to  go 
mrough  the  pain 
be  it  slow. 

Storm  grows  sirLingcf  •  wind  howls 
claws  my  neck,  my  btxly  die.s 


MEMORIES 

by  S.  Chan 

SHOULD  1  GO  DON'T  FORGET  ABOUT  ME 
SHOULD  YOU  LEAVE  ME  I  WON'T  FORGET  YOU 
SHOULD  WE  PART  LET  US  REMEMBER 


ALLTHAT  WE'VE  HAD 
ALL  THAT  WE'VE  DONE 
ALLTHAT  WE'VE  FOUGHT 

LET  US  REMEMBER  WHAT  WE  HAVE 

LET  US  CHERISH  OUR  MEMORIES 

l-ET  US  REMEMBER  OUR  TIMETOGETHER 

1  WILL  NEVER  FORGtrr  YOU 

1  WILL  NEVER  FORGET  US 

IN  MY  MIND  WE  WILL  EXIST  ETERNALLY 

WHEN  I  LEAVE  PLEASE  DON'T  FORGET  ME 


iiiSiSpsiraiM® 

by  S.  Chan 

My  ideas 
My  thoughts 
My  emotions 

You  siimuiaie  mc 
You  are  the  calfcine  in  my  veins 
You  keep  mc  awake  al  23m 

We  share  our  thoughts 
Wl-  comlon  each  other 
In  hnpo  that  our  words  may  case  our  troubles 
Our  silent  despair  has  been  broken 

Mysteries  surround  you 
Who  arc  you 
W  or  1^ 
Oram  I  on  l-SD 

I  thank  you  for  those  long  talk  we  have 
I  applaud  your  spirit  to  plod  on 
I  reward  you  with  that  elusive  cup  of  coffee 


NUMB  THE  GREY 

byAntonia  Yee 

Can  you  weave  the  dream  sequence 
lead  your  mind  astray 
escape  to  fantasy 
taunt  reality  at  bay 

Seek  the  higher  power 
drive  all  else  away 
slip  into  sclf-conscioustKSS 
let  it  numb  the  gray 

Relax  niy  friend,  lay  down  my  frierwi 
feel  the  visions,  watch  them  at  play 
Cherish  the  moment,  hold  it  dear 
Beware  my  friend,  addiction  ncars 


sntil  still  ro;irs. 

Never  again 

to  be  beat 

I'm  stronger  now 

that  lust  retreat 

like  the  weak 

has  molted  off 

Bulicrlly  of  beauty 

moth  to  the  flame 

a  stubborn  lesson? 

Bui  the  llame  never  wins 

I'll  gel  my  dream.... 

or  DII:  ALONH  I 

•Indv  Ghosh 


Resolution  Song  I  fear 

by  R.  Murray 

She  walks  in  ihc  uihhJ^  where  the  river  always  tends 
Hoping  to  find  j  sjxii  where  li  cndi 
Where  the  moiM  cavcm  ofhcai  thai  tH)iU  her  imidc 
Will  wear  out  and  eaint  her  down,  nol  rai  her  alt^e 

As  she  walks  and  brlsilci  scratch  nl  her  sVin 

Petty  nothings  compared  lo  the  fear  of  hct  vn 
The  fever  of  i-onfuiUKi  which  hlind\  iho%e  aniicted 
Making  tiinplc  requests  iK-lp  lo  \irjnj:lc  constricted 


She  walk*  in  fin,-  kiiowms  heal,  lik^  '.nc  wtnU.  cinnoi  save  her 
Or  iho  etjl\  whuh  bleed  e«n'l  kill  the  fear  that  won't  water 
Lon{lng  for  a  limc  whert  ihr  could  tun  lalL  away 
Wilhoul  Ihc  demon  \red  of  a  voice  of  a  face  of  a  ^a) 

Mockinf!  her  wilh  iniJllional  lies 
AnJ  upMlling  hcf  wilti  "ihai  stw'W  never"  li\e\ 
A  hah>  m  the  wiK\h  a  catvtn  h)  itie  On,- 
t)nly  Kcm  laujtiing  now  ui  >lic.  trtifinivd  tut 

Hreak  o[vn  ihc  \hcll 
Cruck  the  nul  of  you  uisiilr 
Your  fear  ii  showing...  but  )0u  have  no  plaiv  lo  hiJe 
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Life  Sucks  'Cause 

You  never  ever  gel  who  is  perfect  for  you 

True  love  is  such  an  uriiiulrcraicd  imangibtc  ihat  you  just  can'i  ever  gel  a  grip  on 

Pain 
Agony 
Inner  lurmoil 
Confusion 
Repression 
Depression 
Haired 

God.  is  ii  ever  painful  to  sec  someone  you  have  such  strong  feelings  Tor 
Yet  knowing  thai  she  is  someone  you  can  not  have 

The  agony  of  withholding  your  true  feelings 
In  order  for  you  lo  maintain  your  tenuous  friendship 
Your  relationship  with  your  soul-male 

The  inner  lurmoil  of  wanting  to  tell  her  how  you  truly  feel 
Yet  must  resist  the  urge  for  fear  of  her  leaving  you 
The  agony  that  you  feel  knowing  thai  you  were  both  meant  for  each  other 
Yci  unable  lo  express  youremolions  freely 

The  confusion,  the  da/cd  and  gtazcd  cyc\  and  emotions 
As  ihcy  ooze  oul  of  your  heavy  bleeding  heart 
To  repress  ihc  srrong  feelings  Ihal  you  wish  lo  share 

Yet  you  must  keep  and  iron  rein  over 
In  fears  lhal  (hey  might  jcnpardi/.c  your  relationship 

The  depression  of  knowing  that  you  have  finally  found  the  one 
The  one  you  have  such  a  connection  with 
The  one  that  you  have  been  searching  uli  your  life  lor 
Only  lo  find  her  in  the  amis  of  another 
Knowing  thai  Ihc  other  is  not  her  true  sou-male 
The  rage  thai  is  at  the  pit  of  your  gul 
TTic  fire  that  bums  in  your  veins 
As  the  fiery  fiuid  courses  through  your  heavy  heart 

Ti\c  hatred,  the  rage,  the  overwhelming  feeling  of  utter  madness 
The  sensation  of  a  twisiing  knife 
Tearing  ai  the  very  fabric  of  your  lender  soul 
TTic  feeling  of  helplessness  in  a  deep  and  dark  hole  of  despair 

byJ.TA 


The  One 

The  one  that  nukes  you  fee!  gtxnJ 
The  one  that  you  are  comfortjbic  with 
The  one  thai  you  simply  cannrt  get  enough  of 
Each  moment,  every  second  is  remembered  as  an  imincasuiaWc  feeling 
Each  monWni  spent  with  the  One  is  special,  irreplaccabtc.  and  wtmderful 
The  sensations  that  touches  the  very  soul 
Is  something  lhal  transcends  (he  physical  realm 
A  riaturjl  high 

The  beauty  you  sec  cannot  be  measured  by  the  naked  eye 

Oh  God,  how  painful  it  Is  to  sec  such  beauty 
Such  mtcr  perfection 
Only  to  find  ii  oul  of  reach 
Untouchable 

Deep  and  haggard  cmoilonai  pain  cannot  be  undcrsto<xJ  by  anyone 
But  the  one  who  is  cut 

Life  sucks! 
True  t-c»ve  Truly  Sucks 
No!  You  don'l  know  how  I  feci! 

It  is  impossible  for  anyone  lo  understand  or  feci  how  ytm  feel 
People  will  inevitably  tell  you  -  "I  undcrstiind  how  ytm  feel  ■  I've  been  there" 
No.  No  one  is  feeling  what  you  arc  feeling 
No  one  can  comprehend  (he  true  torture  that  you  arc  eniluring 
Tlw  siruggle  lhat  you  have  is  somcihing  ihat  is  truly  unique 
r-roni  how  others  perceive  ihe  pain  lo  be 

Each  pain,  each  cxjKricnce  is  different 
If  anybody  lells  you  otherwise 
They  arc  lying 

There  is  rw  comparison  bccuuse  your  present  experience  is  noi  ihe  same  as  the  past 
The  past  is  Ihe  pasi 

Your  friend's  experience  is  Iheirs  atone 
Each  bruise,  each  cut,  each  sharp  pain 
you  have  fell  is  unique  to  each  experience  and  each  cveni 
No  pain  is  ever  ihc  same 

Each  emotional  undertaking  is  different 
Your  perception  is  yours  alone 
No  one  know  you  feel 
They  are  not  experiencing  what  you  are  experiencing 
Only  by  being  me  can  you  truly  experience 
My  pain,  my  agony,  my  lonurc,  my  struggle  and  my  lurmoil 


'I  do  nol  want  to  be  alone'.  Soinelimcs  1  ihink  that's  what 
relationships  all  come  down  to.  No  desire  for  a  spiritual  soul 
mule,  no  blissful  match  to  build  the  perfect  life  with.  Just  two 
people  admitting,  I  do  not  want  to  be  alone" 

-Andy  Cairns  of  Therapy? 


No!  You  don't  know  how  I  feel! 


byJ.TA 


GOOD  GOD  I  WISH  I  DIDN'T  KNOW 

I  THOUGHT  I  KNEW  YOU 
HOW  WRONG  1  WAS 

YOU  PLAYED  GAMES  WITH  ME 
I  TRUSTED  YOU 
1  BELIEVED  YOU 
I  ACCEPTED  YOU 

I  THOUGHT  WE  HAD  SOMETHING 
HOW  WRONG  I  WAS 

IF  I  HAD  KNOWN  THAT  YOU  FELT  UKE  THIS 
1  WOULD  NEVER  HAVE  PURSUED  YOU 

BUT  YOU  HAD  TO  TAKE 
AND  YOU  WOULD  NOT  GIVE 

1  REALLY  THOUGHT  WHAT  WE  HAD  WAS  SPECIAL 
1  REALLY  THOUGHT  THAT  YOU  WERE  SPFXIAL 
I  REALLY  THOUGHT  1  MEANT  SOMETHING  TO  YOU 


ELLA:  Do  you  know  what  this  is?  It's  a  curse.  I  can  fed  il.  It's  invisible 
but  it's  there.  It's  always  there.  It  comes  onto  us  like  nighllimc.  Everyday 
I  can  feci  it.  Every  day  I  can  sec  it  coming.  And  it  always  comes.  Repeals 
itself.  It  comes  evenwhcn  you  do  everything  to  stop  ii  from  coming.  Even 
when  you  try  to  change  iL  And  il  goes  back.  Deep.  It  goes  back  and  back 
to  tiny  little  cells  and  genes.  To  atoms.  To  tiny  little  swimming  things 
making  up  their  minds  without  us.  Plot'ing  in  the  womb.  Before  that  even. 
In  the  air.  We're  surrounded  with  iL  It's  bigger  than  government  even.  Il 
goes  forward  too.  We  spread  il.  We  pass  it  on.  We  inherit  it  and  pass  it 
down,  and  then  pass  it  down  again.  It  goes  on  and  on  like  that  without  us. 
-from  Sam  sheparcTs  Cme  vl the  Siarmg  Cto 


Without  music,  life  would  be  a  mistake-  Nietzsche 
"What  the  world  needs  now  is  another  folk  singer  like  I  need  a  hole  in  my  head"  -Cracker 
aut  invcniam  viani  aut  faciam-l  .shall  cither  find  a  way  or  make  one. 
Fashion  yourself  after  no-one  else  -sign  outside  Whiskey  J  Go-Go 
Identity  is  Ihe  artificial  flower  on  the  compost  heap  of  time  Louis  Menand 


YOU  TOOK  WHAT  I  HAD  TO  OFFER  AND  REJEa  ED  MB 

YOU  TOOK  MY  PRIDE 

YOU  TOOK  MY  CONFIDENCE 

YOU  TOOK  MY  TRUST 

YOU  TOOK  MY  FRIENDSHIP  AND  USED  IT 

YOU  DID  NOT  CARE  WHO  YOU  WERE  HURTING 
YOU  DID  NOT  CARE  THAT  I  WAS  HURTING 
YOU  DID  NOT  CARE  ABOUT  US 

NOW  I  KNOW  WHO  YOU  REALLY  ARE 
NOW  I  KNOW  WHO  I  REALLY  AM 
NOW  I  KNOW  WHAT  WE  ARE  NOT 

GOOD  GOD  1  WISH  I  DIDN'T  KNOW! 


The  Herald  smSli  House  of 
Baaaaad  Poetry 

Three  bad  three-line  poems 

by  Alan  Vfong 


I  am  you.  You  suck. 

You  arc  me.  Life  sucks. 

I  hate  myself         Suck  me. 


Condors, 

Condoms, 

Condominiums! 


the  innis  herald:  march/aprti  1995. 


Your  ilj>  brcakv,  your  mind  ache 

You  UrO  thai  iitl  Ihc  wimtv  or  klmlnL•^'.  linger  on 

When  sIk-  fui  !inn!CT  needs  you 

She  w.ikcN  up.  she  niJ^es  up 

She  lakes  her  liinc  and  <J(KMi*i  feci  she  hj\  m  hurry 

She  no  ttm^ier  needs  ytiu 

And  in  her  eyes  you  sec  noihing 
No  sipn  nl  love  (>ehind  Ihc  lears 
Cried  tor  no  one 

A  love  th.ll  shouM  have  lasted  years 

You  want  her,  vtm  nee{l  her 
And  yci  you  don't  heiicve  her  when  she  says  her 
love  IS  dead 

Yoti  diink  she  needs  you 

And  in  hei  eyes  you  see  nmhing 
No  sign  of  love  behind  the  tears 
Cried  for  no  one 

A  love  that  should  have  lasted  years 


You  Slay  home,  she  goes  oui 

S'hc  says  that  long  ago  she  knew  .sonieone  but  now  he's  gone 
She  diwsn'i  need  him 

YfMir  day  breaks,  your  mind  aches 
There  will  be  lime  when  all  Ihc  things  she  said  will 
fdl  your  head 


A  drunken  Nul  of  words 

&  lucid  ■u.rcjm 

The  murky  green  depths 

The  unspccifie  sout 

The  wesicrn  stress  of  paralys 

Where  did  it  lead  you"* 


I've  seen  enough.  The  vision  lan  be  met  on  any 
street  tonicr. 

I've  had  enough.  Sounds  of  cities  in  iIk  evening 
and  in  the  sunlight,  and  endlessly. 

I've  learned  enough.  The  pauses  in  living.  - 
Oh.  Sounds  and  Visions! 

Departure  in  new  affection  and  i>ihcr  sounds. 
" UlutninationS' Arthur  Rimbaud 


you  w<in't  forget  her 


Ant!  in  her  eyes 

You  see  nothing 

No  sign  of  love  behind  the  lears 

Cried  for  no  one 

A  love  lhat  should  have  lusted  year.s 

-'Tor  No  One"  as  recorded  by  The  Beatles 
Lyrics  from  ihu  WWW  Virtual  Library 
(local  conncctiuns  inlcrnei---me(a  indcu- 
www  virtual  library  sutujcci  caialogy-- 
www  viriual  library  music-  -www  virtual 
library  music  nM:talisi--  enlcnainiTK"ni; 
music ■cntciiaitimirnt  music  lyrics) 

If  you  have  a  soul  worth  expressing,  il  wil!  show  itself  in 
your  music 
•source  unknown 

Music  that  docsn'l  include  elements  of  extreme  happiness, 
as  well  us  sadness,  beauty,  anger  &  violence,  is  not  worth 
doing-  Michael  Stipe 


Exit 

Your  moving  body  exchanges 
a  glance 

wilhin  the  circle  of  waves, 
and  Ihe  locks 
of  your  hair  are  stowl) 
drenched. 

The  salt  lhat  throws  iisetl' 
upon  the  sail,  upon  the  ' 
suh  and  the  thickness 
of  your  hand,  glistens  in  llfC 
nuwn's  own  light. 
I  sec  thai  ytm  long 
for  nothing  but  now. 
How  little  theiL*  is  I  cannot 
feel  that  rushes  through  my 
bones.  Neither  you  or  I  have 
dried  our  eyes  for  the  gentle 
humans  wc  cradle  wiih  care. 
My  Touch  feels  your  chance 
of  departure. 

We  are  separate.  Your  figure 
melts  in  the  early  hcai, 

I  cannot  help  Ihc  sea  or  you. 

II  is  so  young,  wc  arc  so 
distant  already. 

You  ckIi  into  the  sea.  and 
<cort  bubbles  curt  in  Ihe  calm. 

Tabatha  J.  West 


from  The  Muse  Journal, 
NovJ992  vol.i  U 


pj\  vobisLum  Pcace  be  with  you 
In  sactuU  saccutorum-  Forever  and  ever 


"PorMiRaza  Hablara  El  Espirita" 
I  am  Joaquin 

lost  in  a  world  of  confusion, 
caught  up  in  a  whir)  of  a 
gringo  society, 
confused  by  the  rules, 
scorned  by  attitudes 
suppres-sed  by  manipulations 
and  destroyed  by  modem  society 
My  fathers 

have  lost  the  economic  battle 
and  w'on 

Ihe  struggles  of  cultural  survival. 

And  now 

I  must  choose 

between 

the  paradox  of 

victory  of  the  spirit, 

despite  physical  hunger 

or 

lo  e.xisi  in  the  grasp 

of  American  social  neurosis 

sterilisation  of  the  soul... 

•from  Yo  Soy  Joaquin 
by  Rodolfo  Gonzales  {Bantam  Books. 
1972) 


When  a  stK'iety  is  ;ilraid  of  its  jhwIs,  it  is  jfraid  of"  itself-  l.enore  Kandel 
Great  men  are  they  who  sec  that  iho  spirtiual 
IS  stongcr  than  any  nuicriul  source. 
•Ratph  Waldo  iimerson 


Childhood 
I^ivcs 

I 

Oh.  \hc  cfiurnnius  avi-nui-s  of  iho  Iu>l>  land,  iIk-  iiTf.i.v.s  ot  tlic  icniplc'  Whai  has  h^-cunw  of  ihc  Brahnun  *ho 
f  AplaincU  thf  Provtffb.'i  to  nie'  I  can  siill  sci"  ihosc  bnds  -  even  itic  old  wonwn'  1  remember  hours  oi  iiKcr 
and  sun  tu'ar  the  rivers,  and  my  fticnd'i  hand  upon  nn  vhi>ultK-r  and  nur  earviScs  Ji  i^c  iiood  iog<rihcr  in  the 
pepper- seemed  plains.  -  A  llighl  of  Svarlei  doves  ihimJi  fN  .itx^ui  ni>  ^hrH]g^ls.  In  cvilr  here.  1  had  a  pctlormancc 
to  give:  the  dramatic  nta&icr|)ic^-es  Ol'all  tiicniiure>.  I  mduIJ  ^Kom  y^^u  uninu^inable  wealth.  I  am  conlemplaiinf: 
the  history  of  Ihc  lre3sun.*s  which  yaudiscovea\t.  t  i.  anMV  <Ahai  is  lo  come'  My  wisdom  ik  a  is  scorned  as  though 
il  were  chaos.  What  is  my  noihiiigncss  l  Oinpated  in  ihc  supefaciion  awaiting  you.' 

It 

I  am  an  inventor  far  worihict  lhan  all  ihow  vvho  hjvo  amu.-  Iwlore  mc;  a  musician  really  - 1  discovered  something 
like  the  kc)  of  lo>.e,  T^xlJy  1  am  ihe  gcnilcm-in  ol  .i  d»iji  cininiry  with  iis  soN.t  ik>  and  I  am  sinvmg  lo  feel  moved 
as  I  recall  a  twggiiig  childh<xxl-  the  appieiUKcship  or  iho  .imv  jI  m  wixxkii  tlogs.  the  conirovvrsics.  ihe  fi\c  or  s\x 
widowhoods,  and  several  weddings  when  inv  hoi  head  inip^-dcd  ni>  allaining  the  diapason  of  my  companKvns  I 
regret  nothing  of  my  past  share  in  \t\o^c  divine  revels,  ihe  soN'r  air  of  this  dour  coumry  iiimul«lcs  fully  my 
atriK-ious  scepticism.  Hui  as  I  can  no  longer  apply  this  secplicisnt.  and  since  I  am  devoted  lo  rww  troubles  -  I 
CKpccl  I  shall  turn  into  a  very  na^iy  madman. 

Ill 

In  an  miic  where  1  was  shiil  when  1  was  twelve.  I  knew  ihe  vsorld  and  I  illusiralcd  the  hunun  ct>n)rd>  In  «  »itK 
cellar.  I  mastered  Hislor)  At  st'nie  nvKlumal  ick-f^f.ihoii  in  acil)  of  ihe  Nonh.  I  ntei  every  v*^vnun  pamicdbv  the 
artiste  ol  long  ago.  In  an  old  alley  in  I'anN.  I  »av  lauatu  ihc  classic  sciences  In  a  magniriceni  dv^elling  surrtvjraJed 
hy  Ihc  enttte  Ejsi.  I  actoniphshcd  m\  great  u%k  and  wenl  uilo  illusinous  ri>iifvmcni.  I  chutr>ed  docp  my  MooJ.  I 
am  no  longer  duly-lvund  t  must  noi  even  think  ot  all  lhai  anyiiHW.  I  am  iruly  rrv>m  tK>ond  the  fiave.  vhiih 
niMhing  at  all  to  rctale. 

Lines 

When  ihr  world  has  been  reduced  to  a  smgle  daii  v*vhkI  fro  my  jsltmishcd  c>es  ind  yours  -  lo  a  seashore  foi  i«w 
faithful  children   to  a  hiuisc  of  music  for  i>ut  puicvi  concord    I  shall  t'\n*i  >ou 

If  I  there  Iw  ihitjghi  ivn  ihts  caiih  but  a  vohuiy  old  nun,  lull  of  peace  aihI  (vautv  and  wiih  "unheard  ol 
Invite*'  all  about  hint  -  and  then  I  shtvutd  tK  ai  sour  irei 

1^1  me  be  ihe  one  who  kis  lived  oui  all  >our  nKmone*  ■  she  wh*.v  can  sirangk-  >iui    and  then  I  vkdt 

>nHMlu*r, 


•A  ho  vlumMcN  and  t,v  ndKukxis '  When  u-e  are 


When  we  are  scry  strong  ■  who  hacksaw  j\  'and  w 
very  cruel   what  would  Ihc  Morld  do  lo  u\ ' 

LV.vk  )ivurself  with  omamcniv.  dana-,  l  iujb  Never  shall  I  K>  at'le  u>  ihaxe  I  ovc  oui  ihc  winOow.. 
'AriSur  Rim^oud'i  'llluminationi' 


theinnis  herald:  march/april  1995. 


art  &  I^ITERATURE 


Be  afraid,   be  very  fucking  afraid. 


ufuJer  the  guiif  of  "we're  fctcping  Shalxspcarr  ilive 
Don'i  make  mc  hale  everything  I  c«mc  here  fof 
Your  paragraphs  are  loo  short 
(but  isn't  one  i  page  long  dirTiculi  lo  nud) 
Quest  ion  more 
Siaivl  back  from  the  tCKi 
Think  for  yourself 
Don'i  ihmk  ai  all 
Academic  Uiinkmg  required 
Fuck  off  all  who  dare  suggest 
thai  learning -discovery -wonder 
musl  be  ANALYZED.  OESCRIITIZED 
don'i  dilute  wander 

the  feelings  we  had  as  children  the  way  the  world  was  one  with  us 
don'i  dilute  wonder 
or  I'll  obliicraie  you 
The  ncxi  poem  I  deconstruct 
Will  be  the  hollow  shell  of  your  soul 


The  thing  that  gives  my  soul  the  greatest 
comfort  is  poetry.  The  things  that  gives  my 
spirit  the  greatest  comfort  is  the  wilderness. 
The  thing  that  gives  my  mind  the  greatest 
enjoyment  is  scholarly  pursuit,  and  for  my 
body,  it  is  the  creative  activity  of  painting 
and  making  films 

•Duke  Redbird,  most  recently  the  associate 
producer  for  Dance  Me  Outside 


Pscudohalkus.  Jusl  stuff  I  did  wilb  a  few  k^o  lines  added. 


faula  sister  dear 
Desperation  in  sad  limc^ 
Your  time  will  come 

Time  like  a  lifeline 
An  outside  world,  thorns  without  a  rose 
While  my  world  is  crumbling  in 


if  you  don"t  back  away  from  desecraiing  the  tombstone  of  Ancient  Pocir^cc  through  the  stained  glass  window  of  your  eyes 


squeezing  the  juice  out  of  all  that  is  great-  Shakespeare  ei  at. 
[I  is  I  who  has  not  teamed  lo  cope  and  reconcile  my  duties, 
but  alas,  dear  Yoncfc.  you  arc  the  one  wiih  the  more  hellish  faic 
I  lake  the  world  loo  seriously 
And  you  have  robbed  the  grave 

So  I  fucking  didn't  team  how  to  bullshit 
thru*  courses  in  highschool 
f  choose  to  feci  and  think 
ti  is  ihe  mosi  supreme 

Every  lime  lo  tell  me.  Merle,  ihat  I  take  it  all  too  seriously 
I  want  lo  tell  you  lo  fuck  off 

Join  the  crowd,  line  starts  at  the  left 

We're  ihe  sleepless  skeletons,  our  minds  arc  well  at  rest 

We  jusl  found  thinking  too  hard. 

After  I'm  dead,  don'i  you  fucking  dare  lay  on 

your  deconstructed  nakcd.skelcton  superfluous 

inielleciualized  drivel 

on  anything  that  I've  created  from  my  soul 

The  common,  universal  man 

Has  more  respect  than  your  mind  full  of 

ACADEMIC  SHIT  could  even  hope  for. 

Absurd  is  the  world 

for  those  who  feel  and  think 
The  world  is  too  absurd 

Wed,  Cel.  19lh  1994  4:44  pm  anonymous  where  are  you 

would  love  to  sec  meet  a  person  who  thinks  for  themselves 
been  a  fan  for  a  while 

feel  like  you're  ihe  wily  one  here  who  understands 
1  look  al  your  work  when  I'm  pissed  al  the  bullshit 
the  need  lo  insult  antsts  and  creators  with 
ANALYSE    B  S.  YOUR  WAY  THRU*  IT  CENTURIES  OF 
DEAD  WHITE  MEN  ANALYSING 

MORE  DEAD  WHrfE  MEN  elc.  cic.  <rrad  m  Ihe  lines  what 

you  want  to —  ihis"univeriiiy  interpretation  101" 

I  look  at  your  work-iwo  pieces  you  wrote 

and  ihcy  make  mc  very  pleased  ihal  you're  pissed  off 

•cause  I'm  slightly  !@l»S'f'  angry  too 

and  need  to  meet  an  open  mind 

no  clichii  "fucking  with  the  system" 

jusi  someone  who  gives  a  shit  about  something 

and  holds  on'v  nujstc  as  their  guide  -  and  little  else. 

Everything  c     is  fucked. 

show  the  world  what  your  mmd  is  made  of 
tell  me  v^hat  you're  into  and  who  you  like 
piss  off  die  constituency  who  don't  care  what  they  write 

a  challenge,  to  talk,  to  show  what  else  you  write. 

Wed.  Oct.  I9lh  1994  4:44  pm  tell  mc  where  you're  at. 

CU2  the  bullshit  of  waiting  &  this  existence  is  wasting  my  life. 

'R.  Murray 


An  outside  world  tike  thorns  without  »  rose 
Trapped  in  ■  cave  of  my  own  nuking 

Eternity  tike  lime  waits  forever 

Ttdes  rushing  againsl  shore 
Water  within  mc  full  of  sad 
Wailing  for  the  release 

Seeing  you  watch  itk 
My  eyes  of  love  are  longing 
Terrified  of  walls  coming  down 

The  chemistry  of  love  is  never  compleie 

Love  is  confusion 
Pouring  your  heon  on  paper 
Not  to  love  anymore 

The  flowers  of  life  unfold 
Seeing  you  makes  my  heart  sad 
I  long  to  be  a  child  e 


Wiser  through  discovery 
Experienced  in  life's  game 
I  long  for  childhood  again 

Adults  disappoint  through  fallacy 
Embracing  the  unknown  we  dive 
Unaware  of  our  own  time  now  ended 


No  Regrets! 

No  Regrets 
If  yoy  arc  true  lo  yourself 

And  in  what  you  do 
Tlicn  whatever  you  decide 
There  should  not  be  any  regrets 


Life  is  unpredictable 
In  life  there  cannot  be  any  hanging  "jfV 
In  life  there  is  always  risks 
Those  risks  arc  not  measured  in  tcrni.s  of  your  success 
But  in  (he  fact  Ihat  you  arc  taking  ri.sk.^ 
shows  that  you  arc  living 

To  be  iniroverted,  you  have  no  life 
No  progress 
No  Experience 
Regrets  of  what  could  have  been 

You  should  always  choose  your  path 
Not  sit  on  the  road  and  wail  for  something  to  happen 
Things  don't  wait  for  ynu 
You  musl  make  things  happen 
Whatever  happens  along  the  way 
There  is  no  regrets 


Whether  you  are  struggling  with  a  prubtctn  a  home,  at  school,  al  work 
You  must  confront  your  problems  head  on 
tXiai  with  it 
Take  a  chance 
If  you  do  nothing,  then  nothing  will  come  or  it 
Because  your  actions  Illustrate  your  wiUingness  to  act,  rationally 
Thus,  regardless  of  the  conclusion 
No  regrets 

Open  up  and  the  rest  will  follow 
Hide  in  your  room 
Your  shell 

Close  up  and  yoti  will  accomplish  nothing 
Achieve  nothing 
Gain  nothing 

Grow  up 
Stand  up 
Communicate  your  tcclings 
Have  no  regrets 

Listen  and  learn 
Speak  and  be  heard 
Write  and  be  seen 
l.jrad  and  be  followed 

Although  nothing  is  written  in  stone 
Risks  are  pan  of  life 
Without  it  there  is  no  life 
There  will  be  failures 
There  will  be  disappointments 


But  what  you  gain  will  be  invaluable  to  your  future  and  your  next  decision 
The  rewards 

The  gains  and  the  successes  will  overshadow  those  moments  ofdefejU 

MANIFESTO 

I  am  for  a  life  around  the  comer  that  takes  you  by  surfvisc 


that  COOKS  leaves  all  you  need  and  more  besides 
t  am  for  a  life  and  time  by  numbers  blast  in  fast  'n'  low 
add  'em  up,  account  for  luck  you  never  know 
I  am  into  fricndsnip  and  plain  sailing  thru'  frenzied  pons  o'  call 

o  shake  the  hand  lo  beat  the  band  with  love  is  all 
or  nothing  to  the  man  who  wanu  tomorrow  there's  one  in  every 
town 

a  crazy  guy.  he's  rather  die  than  be  iicd  down 
(  am  tor  the  man  who  drives  the  hammer  to  rock  you  lilt  the  g^ave 
his  power  drill  shocks  a  million  miles  away 
1  am  for  the  revolution's  coming  I  don't  know  where  she's  been 
foi  those  who  dare  bccaiise  it's  there  I  know  I've  seen 
now  !uvS  then  I've  suffcrrd  imperfection  I've  studied  martdc  (laws 
and  faces  drav^n  pale  and  worn  by  many  tears 
t  am  that  I  am  from  out  of  nowhere  to  fight  without  a  cause 
roots  strain  against  the  grain  with  brute  force  you'd  bcUct 
hold  out  when  you're  in  doutH  question  what  you  see 
and  when  you  find  an  answer  tiring  it  hooK  tu  mc. 
■Roxy  Music 
•antiquated  bui  never  ouidaud- 


Seek  and  you  shall  find 
Ask  and  you  find  a  solution 

Hide  and  you  shall  be  empty 
Your  life  will  be  (Hied  wiih  regrets 

Believe  in  yourself 
Do  what  you  believe  is  true 
Everything  will  be  as  it  should  be 
No  Regrets 

'Pandaman 


the  innis  herald:  march/apri!  1 995. 


--'J^  -r-^-v.--.-'--'  ■  ..• 

"  LoolQngfor 
tfieSummer^\ 
tfianfi  Qod 
Ws  Here. 


•A  bit  tjf  '60  ibcairc  but  ncai  values  jusl  (he  same 
Paradise  Now-  The  Collective  Creation  of  ilic 


SIERHA  BEFOHE  THE  STORM 

I  would  bKa  to  ^lave  come  to  Owe'w 
belore  It  was  known  by  inai 
or  any  othflf  name 

i  wouU  wisn  fo/  notnmg 
but  to  onfi  wiih  ihe  fiver, 
tefti  the  r>t:5h  sfiock  of  cold  wsier 
on  hoi  dusty  sail  skin 
naked 

iiko  (he  Iragjle  vallay  oi  life, 
st'elched  out  bolofa  shaded  eyas 
arching  up  long  gentle  pediments. 

Living  Tlieatre  by  Judith  Malina  and  Julian  Beck  to  bo  bounded 

Rile  n-  Ihe  Rile  of  Prayer  rho  hard-b<nan  voicar^  loothjiis. 

Vision  li-  The  Vision  of  the  Discovery  of 
the  North  Pole 

When  all  the  vanguard  have  made  journey  and 
arc  part  of  the  large  device,  ihc  pole  asks 
the  First  Question: 

WHERE  ARE  YOU 

HERE  J  AM 

HOW  LONG  WILL  YOU  LIVE 
IT  IS  TIME  TO  REVOLT 
WHAT  DO  YOU  WANT? 
To  make  the  world  glow  with  creation. 
To  make  life  irresistible. 
To  feed  all  the  people. 

To  change  Ihc  demonic  forces  into  the  celestial. 
To  remove  the  causes  of  violence. 
To  do  useful  work. 

To  work  for  the  love  of  it  and  not  for  money. 
To  live  life  without  Ihc  pt>Iice. 
To  change  myself. 


I  wanted  to  trve  m  the  ra^n  shadow 
ol  heav,-  eastbognd  Pa&hc  sciuai^s 
scraped  oy  me  jagged  teeth 
o(  uriamed  peaks 
Resnng  hefe. 

on  tne  ff  inge  o!  cotionwoods 
you  can  &ee  the  tale  afternoon 
skwm  clouds 
sp.li 

Over  the  spine  ot  this  world, 
hear  the  thump  and  ratlte 
ofdisiant  thunder, 
wh(>e  the  smell  ot  wet 
hangs  on  the  wind. 


t  snoyld  lave  s'Jye<J  !c  see 
me  lu'J  tMJon  s  .p 
into  ^-t  lavender  oceafl 
anove  the  nt)Oor*d  martte 

lo  tne  east, 

aro  «a!ch  the  sky  cnange 

to  deep  irxligo. 

me  rrorocT-fomau:  Oesei 

cool 

patterned  ^  a  great  ar,dLess 
tuf.ed  bedspread. 

8ui  teI^>ered  » ihs  ^ash 

otiiles  need 

1  was  drawn  back. 


caught  j\  the  gia'e 

ol  oTKor^i-ng  r^atfigr^s 

aimed  at  Reno  v  Twe, 

and  voiMs  on  me  ratfco 

puSfurg 

8.6%  tioanong 

on  ^1  ruw  moce^. 

inviting  me  lo  come  up .  co^ 

corr^e  aJi  the  way  jp 

to  new  rfnproved  taste 

and  raspng  out 

With  gut-wrencfting  sncenry. 

•Baun  induh  U  S>  ,  • 

I  war  baun  in  duh  U  S  A.. 

rm  a  hoc  rocion'  Daddy  frun  ^ 


Malcolm  Graeme  Childcrs.  relief  etching 
(American  Artist.  August  1990) 


V/c  have  all  known  the  loneliness,  the  emptiness,  the  i.so- 
laiion  of  conlempt>rary  America-  Our  forebears  came 
thousands  of  miles  for  tlic  promise  of  a  better  life.  Now 
there  is  a  new  promise.  Shall  we  not  seize  it?  Shall  we 
not  be  pioneers  once  more?  The  breakdown  of  the  Cor- 
porate State  and  the  growth  of  radicalism  would  still  lead 
nowhere,  would  still  justify  only  despair,  if  there  were 
not  a  new  vision.  It  is  the  power  of  the  vision  ihai  can 
turn  hope  into  reality. 

-The  Greening  of  America  by  Charles  A.  Reich 

Come  forth  into  the  light  of  things 
Lei  Nature  be  your  teacher 
-  Wordsworth.  The  Tables  Turned  .  ( 1 798)  si.  4 


T(i  gel  rid  of  Ihc  class  system. 

to  be  free 

to  be  free 

to  be  free 

lo  be  free 

To  rc-invcnl  love. 

is  to  be  free 

is  to  be  free 

is  to  be  free 

is  to  be  free 

To  make  each  momcnl  crealivc. 

10  eat 

of  money 

to  love 

to  do  the  wor 

To  be  tree  of  Ihc  force  of  Ihc  Slate. 

you  love 

lb  be  free  lo  crcale. 

To  gel  nu  of  a  life  of  material  greed. 

lo  be  free 

lo  be  free 

10  be  free 

to  be  free 

To  free  all  Ihc  energy  wasted  in  financial  transaction.!^  lo  be  free 

is  lo  be  free 

is  to  be  free 

is  lo  be  free 

To  cut  all  tlic  bureaucratic  wasted  lime  out  of  life. 

of  violence 

of  properly 

levolutionary 

of  jails 

To  free  men  from  iu'niics. 

To  slop  disioning  the  mind  of  ihi  f^iople. 

to  be  free 

to  be  free 

10  he  free 

to  be  fa'c 

To  slop  crippling  the  human  b<<,ly  with  frustration. 

is  10  be  free 

is  lo  be  free 

is  10  be  free 

is  lo  be  free 

To  learn  how  to  breathe. 

of  police 

of  the  law 

of  the  State 

of  prejudice 

To  live  longer  lhan  wc  do. 

To  be  free  of  the  system. 

10  be  free 

to  be  free 

10  be  five 

to  he  free 

To  gel  rid  of  central  conlrol. 

is  10  be  free 

is  to  be  free 

is  lo  be  free 

is  to  be  free 

To  supply  what  wc  need. 

of  haired 

of  clisses 

of  stealing 

of  lies 

To  seek  what  we  desire. 

To  slop  wa.siing  the  planei. 

10  be  free 

to  be  free 

to  be  free 

to  he  free 

To  stop  dying  of  competition. 

is  lo  be  free 

is  10  be  tree 

IS  lo  be  free 

IS  to  be  free 

To  break  down  the  walls  that  alienate. 

10  feel 

lo  fly 

lo  change 

of  its  powe 

To  gel  10  know  GikI  in  His  madness. 

To  make  the  destination  clear. 

10  be  free 
Is  to  be  free 

WllAl  lSTHl.SCAl.l  i;i)' 

ANARCHISM 

WHAT  IS  ANARCHISM  ' 

PAKADlSi; 

NOWl 


7\ 


A  lidle  while  and  I  will  be  gone  from 
among  you,  whither  I  cannot  Icll.  From 
nowhere  we  came,  into  nowhere  we  go. 
What  is  life?  It  is  a  flash  of  a  firefly  in 
ihe  night.  It  is  a  breath  of  a  buffalo  in 
ihc  winter  time.  It  is  as  the  liitle  shadow 
that  runs  across  the  grass  and  loses  ii- 
sctf  in  the  sunlight. 

-Crowfoot  (1830-1890)  Canadian 
Blackfool  Indian  chief.  Apnl  25lh.  1890 

I  wenl  to  the  woods  because 
1  wanted  to  live  deliberately 
I  wanted  to  live  deep  and  suck  oul 
All  the  marrow  of  life 

To  put  10  route  all  thai  was 

nol  life 

And  not  when  1  had  come  lo  die 
Discovered  that  I  had  noi  lived 
-Henry  David  Thoreau 

...Ihc  Greal  West,  standing  before  us  big 
and  strong  and  beauliful-whal  artdowc 
want  for  her'.' Ancient  or  modem?  She's 
young  but  she's  very  big.  If  we  dressed 
her  in  the  an  dresses  of  the  older  coun- 
tries she  would  burst  them.  So  wc  will 
have  10  make  her  a  drvss  of  her  own.  - 
tniilv  Can- 


More  than  ever  was  I  convinced  thai 
ihc  old  way  of  seeing  was  inadequate 
lo  express  this  big  country  of  ours,  her 
depth,  her  height,  hcrunbisundcd  w  ide- 
ncss.  silences  lo  strong  to  tv;  bnAcn- 
nor  could  10  million  cameras,  ihiough 
ihcir  mechanical  Nives.  even  show  real 
Canada  ll  had  lo  be  sensed,  passed 
ilir\)ugh  lives,  minds.  scn!.cd  ami  loved 
■  "Klee  Wyck-  ihe  l.aughinf  One"  by 
Emily  Carr 


the  innis  herald:  march/april  1 995. 


DecUh  and  the  Maiden 
Directed  by  Roman  Polanski 

Sigourney  Weaver 

by  David  Zakss 

Here  *c  sec  Polanski  ai  his  bcsl.  This 
season's  offering  is  cver>'  bii  as  rivci- 
mg  as  93'b  BiaerMoon,  bui  wiUiout  the 
ironic  ending.  In  reiryspcci,  one  real- 
izes it  is  adapted  from  a  play,  but  this 
doesn't  show  dunng  the  narration.  !t  is 
merely  logical  that  the  locale  is  con- 
tained, alter  all  the  couple  is  living  miles 
from  the  nearest  neighbours  m  an  iso- 
lated South  American  getaway.  When 
a  guest  braves  this  tcrriiory.  ihe  couple 
ends  up  defending  ii  like  wild  animals 
who  have  marked  their  boundaries.  Of 
course,  this  is  for  good  reason,  with 
some  motivational  flashbacks  thrown 
in,  but  here  the  past  is  ju.st  icing  on  ihe 
anarchy.  In  fact,  the  couple  is  engaged 
in  the  question  of  finding  out  if  the  past 
is  real,  and  not  just  the  past  they  are  in- 
terested in,  but  extending  from  this:  all 
pasis.  They  arc  not  only  trying  to  find 
out  if  they  arc  correctly  identifying  their 
captive,  but  whether  what  we  think  we 
have  gone  through  a  week  or  several 
years  ago  should  have  any  bearing  on 
what  we  just  feel  like  doing  now,  per- 
haps for  instinctual  reasons.  Polanski 
is  severely  skilled  at  this  sort  of  intense 
and  claustrophobic  scenario.  Here  he 
is  working  wiili  American  icon  heroine 
Sigourney  Weaver,  touching  base  once 
more  with  America  despite  his  Woody 
Allen-like  legal  difficulties.  I  wonder 
about  the  final  scenes.  When  the 
Manson  Family  said  that  Ho!lywo<Ki 
was  asking  for  what  it  received,  that  its 
movies  portrayed  exactly  what  is  meted 
out,  maybe  it  got  Polanski  to  thinking. 
'ITiis  film  seems  to  be  a  request  for  un- 
derstanding, even  between  people  v/ith 
very  great  grievances,  rather  than  the 
Grand  Guignol  attitude  of  blood  and 
stab  wounds  no  matter  what  the  ramifi- 
caiioiis. 


Just  Cause 

Directed  byArne  Glimclier 

Sean  Cannery,  Laurence 
Fishhurne,  Kale  Capshaw,  Blair 
Underwood 


by  Linda  Gaivin 

A  typical  formula  film  centering 
around  the  conflict  between  Ihe 
Harvard  1-aw  professor  (Sean  Conncry) 
and  Ihe  fiesly  cop  (Laurence  l-ishbumc) 
whose  melhcxls  conflict,  and  endanger 
(he  lives  of  others  (Blair  Underwood). 


Shallow  Grave 
Directed  by  Danny  Boyle 

Kerry  Fox,  Christopher 
Fceleslon,  Fnan  McGregor 

by  Linda  Oahia 

Three  roommates  attempt  to 
find  the  unique  roommate  who  per- 
fectly nuKhes  their  eccenuic.  and  de- 
manding requests.  When  the  ideal 
ro<,immate  is  found  dead  the  next  day, 
Alex  (Ewan  McGregor)  is  tlirilled  a!  tlie 
possibility  of  a  clinching  ncwssloty  that 
occurred  in  his  very  own  Hat  until  he 
discovers  a  suitcase  full  of  money. 
Once  the  three  friends  gel  ahold  of  the 
wad  of  money,  greed  turns  iniocnvy  ... 
and  envy  into  deceit.  Like  the  many 
images  of  spiral  s(ain:ases  in  the  film, 
Ihe  plot  twists  into  a  delightfully  satis- 
fying and  bitter  seltlemeiu. 


Free  Friday  Films 
Shows  at  Innis  College 
Town  Hall 
2  Sussex  Avenue 
Town  Hall 
Fridays  @  7  pm 

Apr  7 

Leningrad  Cowboys  Go  America  • 
Aki  Kaurismaki,  1989  (Finland) 

Hapless  Finnish  rock  band  (the 
Sleepy  Sleepers)  travels  across 
America  in  a  Cadillac. 

Apr  14 

Enter  the  Dragon  -  Robert  Clouse, 
1973  (USAyHong  Kong) 

Bruce  Ixe 

Angry  martial  arts  student  avenges 
the  death  of  his  brother. 

Programmed  by: 

Cinema  Studies  Students  Union 

Innis  College 

Sponsored  by: 

Students  Administrative  Council 
12  liart  House  Circle 


The  film  tries  to  manipulate  our  expec- 
tations by  revealing  that  .seemingly  con- 
crete reality  proves  lo  be  illusory  yel  it 
ends  up  being  condescendingly  full  of 
...  contrivances.  The  story  of  the  con- 
vict on  death  row  weaves  itself  into  the 
iub  plol  involving  a  hammed-up  ver- 
sion of  Hannibal  Lector  in  the  form  of 
Blair  Sullivan  (Ed  Harris),  a 
delusionary  psychotic  on  death  row. 
The  director  attempts  lo  take  us  tli rough 
a  complicated  jungle  of  twists  yet 
leaves  us  disillusioned  at  the  mediocre 
conclusion. 


Circle  of  Friends 


Directed  by  Pal  O'Connor 

Minnie  Driver,  Chris  O'Donnelt 
by  Linda  Gaivin 

A  group  of  students  attend  col- 
lege m  Dublin  where  ihey  experience 
friendship,  romance  ami  bcu^yal.  ttven 
though  Maeve  Biiichy,  the  writer  of  tiie 
novel  on  which  the  film  is  based,  mar- 
vels at  the  "racy"  sex  in  the  film,  tlic 
story  remains  enchantingly  demure. 
Minnie  Driver  as  Bemadctic  who  'may 
look  like  a  rhinoceros  but  has  a  thin  skin 


really'  contributes  a  strong  (rolhlul  per 
lonnancc  as  she  ckpcrtciKc-s  tlie  won- 
der a/uJ  pain  ul  true  io'.c  v^iihJ^k  l-~ole> 
(Chris  O'DonncH),  Colin  l  irih  as 
Simon  Westward,  the  young  man  wiiit 
is emplovcd  by  Bemadcttc's  fidtcr,  por- 
trays the  siercoiypicai  greasy  slime, 
who  IS  reyredabh  unavoidabk',  m  a 
manner  mosi  filling  to  make  anyone 
sympathize  with  liefnadeKc.  .Although 
Ihe  story  is  se(  in  1957,  ii  i-.  as  refresh- 
ing as  Before  Sunnse  which  delighted 
audiences  with  iis  maiure  htmcvty, 


Jack  F oley  ( Chris  O  'Donnelt)  saves  Ihe  last  dance  for  'Beany  "  ( Minnie  Driver! 
Presently  showing  at  Cineplcx  Odcon  Theatres. 

The  Quick  and  the  Dead  Pulp  Fiction 

Directed  by  Sam  Raimi  Directed  by  Querttin  Tarantino 

Sliaron  Stone,  Gene  Hacliman,  Samuel   L.    Jaclcson,  Unia 

Leonardo  de  Caprio  Thurtmn,  John  Travolta 


by  Undo  Gahin 

Horror  flick  director,  Sam 
Raimi,  blows  a  few  holes  into  the  West- 
ern genre  in  this  talc  of  a  group  of 
gunslinging  wonmn  and  men  who 
gather  together  for  the  annual  Quick 
Draw  Compction  run  by  the  local  sher- 
iff (Gene  Hackman).  The  first  part  of 
the  story  consists  of  several  demonstra- 
tions of  the  cow-perions' prowess.  ITtc 
Compelilion  itself  serves  lo  define  the 
structure  of  the  film,  only  for  ii  to  be 
revealed  that  all  of  the  characters  have 
their  own  special  motivation  for  taking 
part  in  this  deadly  game,  apart  frimi  the 
monetary  winnings.  The  characters  are 
simplistically  portrayed  yet  Raimi's  di- 
rection takes  hold  and  steers  the  West- 
ern into  a  whimsical  legend. 


Tanny  Brown  (iMurence  Fishbiirn)  confronts  Paul  Armstrong  (Sean  Cannery) 

Presently  showing  at  l-amotis  Players  'I'heatres 


Dance  Me  Outside 
Directed  by  Bruce  McDonald 
Ryan  Black 

by  Linda  Gaivin 

Set  on  the  Kidabancse  fieserve, 
McDonald's  latest  tale  centres  around 
Silas  Crow  (Ryan  Black),  a  young  man 
who  has  not  yel  chosen  his  destiny;  his 
buddy  Frank  Fcncepost;  his  quarrel- 
some girlfriend  Sadie;  and  his  sister, 
Iltanna,  who  comes  home  with  her  white 
yuppie-lawyer  husband,  who  cannot 
provide  her  wiih  the  one  thing  the  fam- 
ily is  expecting,  a  child.  Ilianna  s  ex- 
boyfriend,  Gooch,  is  released  from 
prison  and  goes  directly  to  the  "rcz" 
where  a  bar  brawl  results  in  the  killing 
of  a  young  woman  by  Clarence  Gaskill 
who  basically  gels  a  slap  on  the  hand. 
Later  Gooch  gels  Crow  and  ihe  other 
boys  lo  avenge  the  girl's  death,  and 
Ilianna  relums,  still  childless,  with  Iter 
husband  who  is  Ireaied  to  anight  of  eel- 


hy  Naialie  Hafez 

In  1994.  it  won  the  Palme  d'Or 
at  Cannes.  La.sl  week  it  won  an  Acad- 
emy Award  for  Best  Original  Screen- 
play. Quenlin  Tarantino  has  waved  his 
magic  wand  once  again  with  his  film, 
Putp  Fiction. 

Tlie  film  centres  around  three 
lurid,  intertwining  episodes  of  criminal 
life.  The  plot  involves  shady  dealings, 
double  crossings,  disposing  of  btxlics. 
dnig  dealing  and  a  bit  of  romance  added 
for  a  lighter  touch. 

Putp  Fiction  represents  a  day  in 
ihe  life  of  a  subculiural  society.  Under 
Tarantino's  intelligem  direction,  this 
original  story  makes  the  characters  ap- 
pear larger  than  life.  The  group  of  ac- 
tors chosen,  at  first,  may  seem 
serendipitous,  but  It  proved  incredibly 
brilliant  and  it  revived  some  of  their 
careers  as  well.  Who  would  have 
thought  ihat  John  Travolta  could  play  a 
gangster  so  believably?  Samuel  L. 
Jackson  plays  his  sidekick,  Jules,  who 
decides  one  day.  to  quit  the  crime  life 
because  of  a  divine  intervention.  Otiier 
notable  performances  are  furnished  by 
Bruce  Willis,  Uma  Thurman,  Harvey 
Keitcl,  Amanda  Plummcr,  Tim  Roth, 
Eric  Sioliz.  and  Ving  Thames  as  the 
crime  lord.  I-cl's  not  forget  a  cameo  ap- 
pearance by  Tarantino  himself.  Winy 
dialogue  and  an  outstanding  soundtrack 
make  Putp  Fiction  the  bcsl  American 
film  of  1 994.  "Do  you  know  what  ihey 
call  a  Quarter  Pounder  with  Cheese  in 
Paris?" 

Presently  showing  at  Cineplcx  fWconTliea- 


ebralion.  With  a  very  talented  ensem- 
ble ca.sl,  especially  Ryan  Black  as  Sila.> 
Croiv,  Dance  Me  Outside  is  an  enter 
laining.  jovial  and  jauming  journey. 
Fre-scntiv  showinii  at  Cincpli:x  OJeon. 


the  innis  herald:  march/april  1995. 


DOLORES  CLAIBORNE  Being  a  BUch 


Directed  by  Taylor  Hackford 

fCalhy  Bales,  Jennifer  Jason 
Lcifih,  Judy  Parfiil,  Chrisiophcr 
Ftummer 

hy  Lirula  Calvin 

Based  on  ihc  book  by  Sicphcn 
King.  Dohrti  CUiibomc  is  a  laic  of  psy- 
cholo|;iL'al  inlriguc,  yd  on  an  inlirnale 
level  II  IS  a  simple  slory  of  rccimcilia- 
lion  belween  a  moihcr  and  daughter. 
The  slory  revolves  around  a  woman, 
Dolores  (Kalhy  Bales),  who  is  being  per 
sisicnily  persecuted  by  Deieciivc  John 
Mackey  (ChrLslophcr  Plummer). 
Mackcy  wanis  Dolores  lo  pay  for  a 
crime  comniilied  iwcnty  years  previ- 
ously lhaC  was  nilcd  an  accident.  Now 
when  Ihc  lady.  Vera  (Judy  Parfili)  for 
whom  Dclorcs  ha.v  worked  as  house- 
keeper for  iwcniy-lwo  years  has  myslc- 
riously  died,  il  appears  as  though 
Dolores  murdered  her.  Dolores'  daugh- 
ter. Selena  St.  George  (Jennifer  Ja-son 
Leigh),  returns  to  Ihc  small  town  when 
she  learns  lhat  her  ninlhcr  is  in  trouble. 

Although  llic  plot  is  motivated 
by  the  events  of  the  prcsenl  in  ihal  the 
death  of  Vera  is  invesligalcd.  it  is  Ihc 
psychological  truth  which  emanates 
from  the  remembrance  of  the  characters' 
pasts  that  is  most  intriguing.  Selena  is  a 
New  York-based  newspaper  writer  who 
is  a  persistent  smoker,  and  alcoholic. 
During  the  weekend  thai  Selena  stays 
with  her  mother  in  Dolores"  old  ratty 
house,  Selena  is  forced  to  recognize,  and 
lo  remember  the  events  of  her  child- 
hixxl.  Once  Selena  remembers  her  past 


Dolores  (Kalhy  Bates)  and  Selena  (Jennifer  Jason  Leiali)  are  estranged  mother 
and  daughter 


she  can  begin  to  reconcile  with  herself, 
and  with  her  mother's  past  action. 
When  Dolores  realizes  lhat  licr  daugh- 
ter has  actually  repressed  thoughts  of 
her  childhood,  she  forces  the  memories 
out  of  Selena  in  iwdcr  to  help  her  over- 
come her  present  problems.  Although 
die  plot  seems  to  revolve  around  the  two 
ccnual  female  characters,  il  is  only  fi- 
nally resolved  when  Mackey  gives  up 
his  personal  vengeance  upon  Dolores. 

The  plot  provides  several  strong 
roles  for  Uirce  generations  of  women 
which  tends  to  be  rare  in  film.  Kalhy 
Bales,  who  played  the  "no.  I  f<m"  in 
Rob  Reiner's  adaptation  of  Stephen 
King's  Misery,  transfers  the  image  of 
the  psychotic  woman  from  lhat  film, 


Double  Takes  on  Hideaway 


Directed  by  Brett  Leonard 

Jeff  Goldblunu  Christine  Lahli. 
Rtie  Dawn  Chong 

by  David  7Mk.\.\ 

What  «e  have  here  is  another 
contender  in  The  Dead  Zone  'brush 
with  death  brings  on  a  psychic  connec- 
tion fortune  teller  title  match'.  Whereas 
Christopher  Walkcn  ha.s  a  .scarily  wcll- 
craltcd  film  around  him  lor  support.  Jeff 
Goldblum  is  given  a  rather  uneven  en- 
vironment. Surprisingly,  this  makes  the 
(ioldblum  performance  ralher  iniercst- 
ing  l)ccausc  II  is  professional,  and  so 
the  viewer  is  ama?xd  al  hosv  this  pro- 
fessional stance  w  ill  deal  with  the  next 
bit  of  debris  thrown  his  way  in  the  rol- 
licking scenario.  'I'his  is  sort  of  like  Ihal 
video  game  where  Ihc  space  ship  has 
lo  protccd  through  all  the  evil  enemy 
interference.  Here  (jotdbluin  is  the 
spaceship,  and  the  rest  of  ihc  film  is  the 
interference.  And  he  does  it  all  with 
delivery,  Tlic  film  is  obviously  meant 
lor  the  young,  featuring  camoos  of  Ihc 
girl  from  those  Acrosmilh  videos,  and 
assorted  sprinkles  of  inentiim  to  real- 
life  current  events  such  as  raves  rather 
than  some  antiseptic  never-never  land. 
The  couple  who  produced  Aero-girl  are 
film  buffs  which  provides  a  few  giKxl 
lines  lor  any  stray  cincasies  in  the  au- 
dience. 'I'hc  post-life  elfecis  arc  lully 
visualized  and  only  a  bit  disappointing 
when  they  tend  toward  Hrainslorm. 
And  loi  those  of  us  who  for  si>me 
strange,  mystical  reason  we  an'n't  quite 
conscious  lo  sit  all  the  way  through  the 


end  credits,  there's  a  whole  sequence 
thrown  inalierall  the  credits  Ihal  comes 
on  as  though  the  projectionist  acciden- 
tally cued  up  the  wrong  reel  bui  is  rather 
savage  and  funny.  This  film  is  a  para- 
site, living  off  the  flesh  of  Croncnberg's 
The  Dead  Zone  like  some  newly  dis- 
covered crustacean.  Many  more  arc 
sure  to  follow  sprinkling  fonh  from  The 
Dead  Zone  like  so  many  grains  ofcin- 
eina  salt. 


by  Linda  Calvin 

Hideavay  is  an  awkward  adap- 
tation of  the  chilling  novel  of  the  same 
name  by  Dean  R.  KiKintz.  Leonard's 
brilliant  use  of  special  visual  ellecis 
heightens  the  simple  theme  of  goixl  ver- 
sus evil  lo  a  cosmic  plane  where  ethe- 
real transformations  are  astoundingly 
realized.  The  subplot  related  to  Hatch's 
(Jeff  Goldblum)  guilt  over  the  death  of 
his  daughter  docs  not  coalesce.  The 
screenwriters  (Andrew  Walker  and  Ncal 
Jimenez)  allenipl  to  retain  the  guilt 
theme  which  is  ptinraycd  in  one  scene 
in  which  l.indscy  (Christine  Lahli)  ac 
cuses  her  husband.  Hatch,  of  niisccm- 
stniing  his  dreams  into  .1  weird  tcaliiv. 
and  urges  him  lo  reconcile  wiih  ins  part 
in  their  daughter's  death.  Ilic  psycho- 
logical theme  of  guild  retained  from  the 
novel  operates  on  a  parallel  plane  in 
opposition  to  J  theme  of  supernatural 
forces  which  confuses  the  latter  ele- 
ments which  arc  much  more  lascin.it- 
ing. 


into  a  woman  of  strength  married  to  a 
louse  of  a  husband.  Jennifer  Jason 
Leigh,  who  should  have  been  acknowl- 
edged for  her  astounding  work  in  Mrs, 
Parker  and  the  Vicious  Circle,  por- 
trays an  investigalivc  reponer  on  the 
edge  hardly  able  to  grasp  imio  life.  This 
is  ihc  first  American  screen  appearance 
for  Judy  Parfili.  who  plays  ihc  su-ong- 
willcd  woman  that  will  bow  down  10 
noonc.  and  "upscreens'  even  Kalhy 
Bales. 

The  main  dicme  lhat  most  in- 
trigued me  about  tliis  film  was  about 
women  fighting  back,  taking  back  pos- 
session of  ihemselves.  Vera  sits  knit- 

The  Sum  of  Us 

Directed  by  Kevin  Dowling 
Jack  Thompson.  Russell 
Crowe.  John  Poison 

by  Linda  Colvm 

When  viewing  this  film  it  is 
piissible  11"  get  the  feeling  ih.ii  every  - 
ihing  is  way  tiKi"dc)n\cslic".  When  the 
Ijlhcr.  Harry  (Jack  Thompson)  finds 
out  that  his  son.  Jell  iRussell  Crowe) 
is  gay.  he  goes  on  a  biu*  craw  I  w  iih  him 
to  discover  what  'il  is  all  atxiul'.  ITic 
film  actually  begins  al  a  ptunt  in  Harrs 
and  Jeff's  relalion.ship  w  hen  Harr,  has 
accepted  his  son  as  being  gay.  and 
helps,  bui  often  hinders,  his  ability  to 
find  "Mr.  Right".  The  overall  oplimism 
of 'love  is  Ihc  greatest  advcnlure  ofall' 


ling  paiicmis  m  a  refined  manner  as 
Dolores  seeks  consolation  from  the 
sccmingis  unrelenting  woman.  Finally, 
Parfili  (Vera)  simply  states.  Sometimes 
heini;  a  bitch  is  the  only  thing  a  woman 
has  to  hold  on  to' .  Dolores  CUuborne  a 
a  fully  satisfying  story  that  does  not  lose 
track  of  Us  characters'  situations  within 
the  flashbacks  Ihal  ultimately  help  to  il- 
luminale  the  characters'  u-aumas. 
PrcNenli)  showingat  CirrfplcxCXleonT>wa- 


Vera  (Judy  Parjittj  long  time  employer 
and  companion  to  Dolores  (Kalhy 
Bates) 


is  a  bit  hard  10  stomach,  and  seems  unre- 
alistic on  the  whole.  There  is  a  balance 
between  artificial  and  real  in  that  the 
characters  often  speak  in  asides  to  the 
camera,  accompanied  by  a  few-  winks 
here  and  there.  ITie  Brechtian  techniques 
serve  to  show  thai  actual  characteriza- 
tion tends  10  be  a  bit  ji/irc\  caling.  and  il 
IS  in  the  admissions  m  the  viewer  lhat 
ue  gel  more  insight  into  the  characters' 
thoughts  and  feelings.  Overall  die  film 
lends  10  sentimentalize  100  much  about 
life's  foihlcs  and  refuses  to  seriously 
uckle  problems  of  hi.miose\ualiis.  Ho- 
imiscsualU)  is  presented  is  an  acvepied 
given  w  iih  Ihc  thought  that  ihis  is  ihe  way 
it  should  be.  However,  wc  all  know  that 
cvers  onc  refuses  to  accept  cscrs  one  just 
as  ihey  are,  which  this  film  unrcalisti- 
cally  pretends  to  do. 
PieM.'nll>  show  ing  jt  Cineplcs  OdconThea- 
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Silent  Witness  (Les  Gardiens  du  Silence) 


by  Unda  Galvin 

Montreal  filniniaker  Harriet 
Wichin's  fKxtic  (Jtx:umcntar>'  investi- 
gates the  former  concentration  camps, 
Dachau  ami  Auschwitz,  as  they  siani) 
today,  Tixlay  the  camps  cndun:  as  me- 
morials to  the  past  where  visitors  arrive 
daily  to  seek  out  the  past.  The  thm  ve- 
neer of  the  surfaces  reflect  the  haunting 
demons  of  the  past,  a  "Mlcnt"  testimo- 
nial to  everything  that  had  happened. 
Ilic  film  explores  those  people  who 
choose  to  continue  to  live  and  work  at 
the  sites:  a  Camielitc  nun  who  rational- 
izes why  she  remains  there  despite  pro- 
icsLs  from  the  Catholics,  a  German  lour 
guide  who  reflects  on  llie  daily  opera- 
tions of  the  site,  a  Polish  surv  ivor  wlu» 
never  left  Auschwitz,  and  a  Miingarian 
Jewish  survivor  that  decides  to  remain 
at  Dachau. 

The  dfjcumentary  presents  sev- 
eral images  of  the  vast  expanses  «  here 
many  of  the  buildings  once  sIihkI.  The 
investigative  camera  winds  itself 
through  the  many  doors,  and  past  the 
rows  of  bunks,  to  reveal  a  .sense  of  a 
horrible  past  thai  must  be  rcmcnibcrcd 
in  order  to  keep  the  tnilh  alive. 

Silenl  Witness  has  a  slion  run  ai 
the  Metropolitan  Cinema  (■116-.'2.1- 
1.101)  early  in  April. 


Profession:  Neo-Nazi 

The  Problems  of  Representation 

hy  l.imh  Gahtr. 

llie  diH  Diiienlarv  Profession: 
,Vfo-;VflC/  IS  such  .1  highly  controver- 
sial film  that  when  it  aired  on  llie  Hu 
man  Kdge  series  on  I  XOiiMrio  it  pre 
sented  a  panel  discussion  afterv^ards 
that  provoked  much  response  from 
Ontario  viewers.  Hie  Munich  film- 
maker Winfried  Bonenpel  chioniclcs 
the  state  ol  fascism  today.  'ITie  film 
commences  hv  showing  the  lieadi|uar- 
lers  of  limst  Zundci  in  Ibronlo.  Hie 
film  Hatters,  /.undel's  "disciple,"  l-waUl 
,'\llhans  who  struggles  to  unite  fasci.st 
groups  in  older  to  cieale  a  new  order 
for  (icrniany. 

To  some,  the  film  may  be  a  posi- 
tive contribution  to  iccogiii/ing  the  con- 
tinual gniwth  of  Neo-Nii/ism  and  bring- 
ing It  !o  the  fore  for  those  wln»  are  ig- 
norant of  this  fact.  The  film  though  ig- 
nores the  lilniic  possibilities  of  guided 
representation  by  merely  /irc.s<7i/(«.e  the 
day-to-day  life  ofUwald  Allhans  .Some 
might  say  that  the  scene  in  which 
Allhans  stands  outside  a  g.is  chamber 
at  Aiiscliwit/ arguing  vviih  a  man  aln^ul 
the  impossihilitv  of  the  holiK'ausi  while 
J  tlv  hu/ycs  .iroimd  Alliums'  Iicid  as- 
siK  i.iics  lum  \Mlii  veniiin,  lb  sav  that 
such  inomenis  tif  siipiKtscd  rcpa'serit,! 
lion  ,iiccfleclive  though  is  lo  denounce 
the  cineiiui's  ,ibilii>  lo  mamputate  the 
asMimcd  cini-titii  vi  iiii- 


Silent  Witness:  Tesumonial  to  the  t^nsi 


Outbreak:  of  an  American  Plague 


Directed  by  Wolfgang  Petersen 
Duslin  Hoffman,  Rene  Russo. 
Morfian  Freeman,  Donald 
Sutherland 

by  David  '/xikss 

This  is  strictly  a  disix>sable  ac- 
tion thriller.  One  might  have  expected 
more,  with  serious  actor  Dustin 
Hoffman  in  it,  and  Wolfgang  Petersen 
directing  (Das  Boot,  The  Nevcrending 
Story),  The  story  is  rather  similar  to 
the  Stephen  K  ing  mini-scries  of  a  year 
or  so  ago.  Ntiw  there  was  a  disea.se 

story  with  accoulcmients  bizarro 

religious  subtext,  repulsive  little  old 
blind  black  prophet  lady,  and 
necrophiliac  music  video  sequence  set 
10  a  full-length  rendition  of  "Don't  ("ear 
the  RcajKr ".  Here  we  have  the  traih- 
lion  of  bringing  to  film  what  is  already 
on  TV.  Pret-a-Porter(Ready-lo-Wearj 
wasn't  half  as  raunchy  as  Fashion  Tel- 
evision. The  River  Wild  came  out 
around  a  year  after  a  TV  movie  on  river 
rafting  which  had  a  more  decent 
prophet  villain  somehow  totally 
spaccd-oul  yet  in  charge  of  a  HiKk  of 
follower  villains.  What  improvements 
does  Outbreak  offer  .'  Well,  there  are 
the  infection  coniainment  suits  vihich 
somehsxiy  must  have  liked  enough  lo 
mention  several  times  in  the  closing 
credits.  The  inlnxluction  is  pretty  gtxxl; 
the  V  ievvcr  sees  one  hazardous  cont.iin- 
nient  area  after  another  being  passed, 
each  increasing  in  toxic  potential.  The 
penultimate  one  is  for  H.I.V.,  so  you 
know  the  one  after  that,  the  one  for  this 
disease,  must  be  really  bad.  Unfortu- 
nately, this  is  one  of  the  Ictsst  distinc- 
tively Sutherland  performances  that 
Donald  Sutherland  has  ever  given. 


Hell,  he  emoled  more  for  The 
Puppetmaslers!  The  numerous  air  bat- 
lie  scenes  arc  curiously  ihrow-aways. 
Perhaps  they  are  meant  to  symbolize 
the  success  of  the  vinis  in  graduating 
from  fluid-bome  lo  air-borne  when  liie 
cpidetnic  happens. 

by  Linda  Galvin 

Brought  to  the  screen  by  pro- 
ducer .Arnold  Kopelson  (Platoon;  The 
Fugitive)  and  producer-director 
Wolfgang  Petersen  who  directed  In  the 


Line  of  Fire  and  Das  Boot.  Outbreak 
traces  the  progression  and  miitaiion  of 
a  deadly  virus  from  the  African  rainfor- 
est to  the  small  American  town.  Cedar 
Creek,  California.  The  deadly  virus 
metaphorically  parallels  the  evolving 
intimacy  between  Colonel  Sam  Daniels, 
M.D.  (Dustin  HofI'man)  and  his  ex-wife 
Dr.  Robert  "Robby'"  Keough  (Rene 
Russo)  who  arc  presently  at  a  stalemate 
iis  they  argue  over  who  gets  custody  of 
their  dogs.  While  Outbreak  |X-rsonal- 


lechnolositcal  warfare  ts  nut  the  answer  in  this  scientifu  tale 
Clockwise  from  left:  Major  Casey  Sfhuler  [Kevin  Spacey).  Colonel  Sam  Daniels. 
M.C.  lOusiin  Huffman).  Dr.  Roberta  Keough  (Rene  Russo)  ami  Major  Waller  Salt 
(Cuba  Gooding  JR.) 


izes  !hc  instability  of  the  human  situa- 
tion thriiiigli  llie  love  story,  it  is  another 
warning  tale  ol  m,in's  hoslilit)  to  the 
environment. 

The  tonii  of  the  scientific  narra- 
tive IS  coiiijxi.scd  of  some  kind  of  ,ilien 
invasion  (here,  the  virus)  that  threatens 
the  whole  of  human  existence  (here,  a 
town  close  to  l-os  Angeles),  that  in- 
cludes a  casi  of  char.icicrs  such  as  the 
scicniisi  who  will  soUc  [he  mystery 
(Dustin  Holtiiuinl,  ,uid  tlw  militarv  who 
wish  to  cimtain  the  encroaching  chaos 
by  destroying  huiii.in  life.  The 
"Molaba"  virus  is  cirried  to  the  United 
Stales  when  a  young  man  smuggles  a 
pint-si/cd  iiil'cciious  monkey  across  the 
border,  and  releases  him  in  in  the  cozy, 
unassuiiiing  lowii..  The  viais  spreads 
rapidly  .is  revealed  in  a  pariiciilarly 
sinking  iilovie  llic.itrc  scene  in  vvliicb 
microlx-soi  lilthy  gcniis  slip  unsuspect- 
mglv  into  anyone  nearby.  The  thought 
ol  such  a  deadly  \  irus  should  be  deeply 
dislurbmg  to  the  thousands  of  us  who 
were  (and  '.vill  be)  actually  viewing  the 
film.  I  he  two  scientists  attempt  tocon- 
tain  and  lind  the  host  of  the  virus  he- 
lore  It  mutates  and  sprcatis  beyond  rem 
edy.  I'he  scientific  cITons  are  ihwartcil 
though  bv  the  military,  personified,  in 
part,  by  the  character.  General 
McClmttvk  (Donald  Sutherland),  who 
wants  lo  conceal  his  part  in  the  mishan- 
dlmg  ol  the  entire  situation.  Genend 
Billy  Ford  (Morgan  Freeni.m)  who  bal- 
ances the  stem  rigidity  ol  McClintiX-k 
with  more  of  a  .sensitive  common  sense 
approach,  perhaps  represents  the  opti- 
mism ot  war.  Aliliough  the  film  is  some- 
what humourous  at  moments  (due  to  the 
deadpan  delivery  of  lines  by  Dustin 
Hottman)  ii  tends  to  be  tix>  seniinicntal 
...  so  much  so  .  that  you  want  the  bomb 
to  drop. 


the  Innis  herald:  march/april  1 995. 


Any  harvest  is  better  late  than  never 


by  Geotge  Stone 


As  I  have  writlcn  before,  in 
evaluating  a  "performance",  for  ihis 
reporter  ihc  actual  cntenainmeni  is  sec- 
ondary to  ibc  overall  expcricnec  and  It 
is  a  rare  cvcol  indeed  which  exceeds  my 
expectations  on  both  iiccounts.  Accord- 
ingly then  I  must  give  full  marks  to  the 
Late  Harvest  Journal  of  Creative  Cul- 
ture which  recently  threw  a  two  week 
festival  of  art,  music  and  words. 

The  Laic  Harvest  Journal  is  jusl 
what  llic  name  says,  a  publication  which 
highlights  art  in  all  it's  forms  with  in- 
ters'iews  and  commentaries.  It  looks 
pretty  snappy  too.  printed  on  thick  shiny 
stock  and  fomialicd  very  much  in  the 
"WIRED"  vein,  where  the  text  and 
graphics  are  used  to  create  a  sort  of  lay- 
ered mosaic. 

As  to  the  Festival,  which  ran 
Irom  Fcbruap,'  17  to  March  3.  it  was 
just  like  a  live  version  of  Ihcmagazinc. 
To  start  with  there  was  the  venue.  The 
MixMcd  Studio  Gallery  (474  Batlmtxt). 
This  place  is  great!  It's  basically  two 
adjacent  rooms,  each  about  80  feet  long 
and  2(1  feet  wide.  Inone. nxim  it's  very 
dark  with  the  only  illumination  coming 
from  an  attractive  set  of  An  Deeowall 
sconces.  At  one  end  is  the  stage,  infnont 
iin  oversized  zebra-.skin  pattern,  while 
;il  the  rear  is  the  bar  area  (more  on  this 
laicrl. 

Covering  the  walls  arc  pieces  by 
liK'al  photognipers  m\d  artists  who  have 
been  leatured  in  recent  issues.  Imag- 
ine upstairs  at  Sneaky  Dee's  with  art 


selected  by  the  Gugenheims  and  furni- 
ture by  the  B-52s  and  you're  on  the  right 
track. 

The  other  room  is  much  brighter 
and  is  filled  with  couches,  plants,  more 
an,  more  couches,  some  wrought  iron, 
lots  of  inicfcsting  conversation  and  a 
goodly  number  of  couches.  I  have  the 
impressitmthal  perhaps  there  might  also 
have  been  a  gigantic  fan  made  iif  pea 
cock  feathers,  but  I  was  so  drunk,  it's 
ditTicult  to  remember  (more  on  this 
later).  All  in  all.  if  I  were  opening  a 
hash  salon,  it  would  be  just  like  this  with 
lots  of  comfy  places  for  stoned  people 
to  sit  and  a  multitude  of  neat  things  for 
us  to  Ux)k  at. 

O.K.  on  to  the  performances:  I 
went  to  tJie  opening  and  closing  night 
bashes  and  each  night  had  it's  high- 
lights. 1  freely  admit  to  being  indescrib- 
ably inebriated  for  much  of  the  time 
(more  on  this  later)  but  the  parts  I  re- 
member, I  like. 

On  the  first  night  there  was  some 
stand-up  comedy  by  Jay  Sankcy.  a  lit- 
tle theatre  with  Carolyn  Guillet  as  well 
as  the  accoustic  folk-duo.  Maggie  and 
the  Gidgc  (I  never  did  find  out  which 
wai  wliich).  Unfortunately  J  didn't  sec 
any  of  these  performers  since  I  was 
sinking  into  some  couch  cushions  in  the 
other  room,  but  when  I  did  fmally  move 
it  was  just  as  local  composer  Kurt 
Swinghammcr  was  strapping  on  his 
guitar  and  starting  to  make  some  noise. 
He  proved  lobe  quite  entertaining  even 
though  all  of  his  songs  wct«  about  OJ 
Simpson  and  Nicole  Brown;  I  suspect 
he  was  making  them  all  up  on  the  spot. 
Anyway  he  suit  can  get  some  interest- 


ing sounds  of  an  elcclrioaccousiic  and 
I  really  liked  it  -  two  thumbs  up  from 
me.  I  was  going  to  ask  him  to  play  the 
McdiaTclcvision  ihcmc  but  thought  the 
better  of  it. 

Right  then.  \>n  to  the  closing 
night.  TIic  night's  festivities  opened 
with  Tricia  Posllc  reading  some  of  her 
lesser  known  poetry  as  well  as  plugging 
the  new  Insomiac  Press  anthology. 
"Beds  and  Shoiguns"  which  features  her 
work  along  with  thai  of  three  other  To- 
ronto writers. 

Next  w-as  mc.  George  Stone, 
reading  my  stuff,  just  drunk  enough  to 
have  fun  and  still  be  coherent.  It  was  a 
pretty  good  set.  I  heard  lots  of  laughter 
and  some  people  even  sought  me  out 
afterward  to  say  how  much  they  liked 
it  1  knew  it  was  time  to  stop  however, 
when  these  two  yappy  little  dogs  with 
biindanas  around  their  necks  ran  in  and 
Started  trying  to  fuck  eacholher  right 
infronl  of  the  stage,  making  a  loi  of 
noise  in  the  process. 

After  that  the  courageous  folks 
from  Theatre  Sports  Toronto  got  lots 
of  laughs  from  those  who  were  close 
enough  to  hear  them  over  the  constant 
barking  and  clicking  of  loe-nailson  the 
hardwixjd  fliror. 

Finally  it  was  time  for  the  first 
musical  act  of  the  night.  Surrender 
Dorothy.  What  can  I  say?  These  cats  are 
a  kick-a$s  rix-k  aoil  roll  band,  much  dc- 
.serving  of  their  growing  reputation. 
Lots  of  crunchy  guitar  work,  tight 
rhythm  section  and  sexy  \ivais. 

By  this  lime  I  was  extremely  in- 
toxicated bcc.nusc  (this  i*  what  you've 
been  waiting  for  folks)  all  of  these 


events  had  a  DONATION  BA.R  (cour- 
tesy of  the  Upper  Canada  Brewery) 
w  hen:  one  put  in  a  few  dollars  and  drank 
oneself  into  catatonia  for  the  rest  of  the 
night  which  is  precisely  what  this  re- 
porter did.  1  left  shortly  after  Surren- 
der Dorothy  finished  iheirset  and  didn't 
gel  to  see  Panic  Zebra,  nor  Regan 
Copcland  &  A  Doll's  House. 

When  all  was  said  and  done  I'd 
met  a  lot  of  people,  gotten  a  couple  of 
gigs,  schmoozed  a  publisher  and  given 
out  my  card  to  who  knows  how  many 
people  that  I  don't  remember.  In  all  fair- 
ness I  should  also  point  out  that  in  be- 
tween the  opening  and  closing  nights 
there  was  a  co.nccrt  by  the  saxophone 
foursome  Forty  Fingers,  more  fiction 
and  p<ietry.  an  evening  of  films  as  well 
as  a  bazaar  which  featured  clothing, 
crafts  and  puppets.  These  people  are 
busy! 

I  cannoi  .say  enough  as  to  what  a 
gmxl  time  was  had  by  all  but  my  hat  is 
off  to  all  involved  for  their  creativity 
and  generosity  of  spirit.  If  I  seem  to 
have  short  changed  the  actual  perform- 
ers in  favour  of  describing  my  own 
drunkeness  it  is  tinly  because  this  arti- 
cle's purpose  is.  once  again,  to  point  out 
that  one  must  look  at  these  events  as 
being  greater  t>ran  the  sumof  theirparts; 
one  has  to  consider  the  people  one  is 
going  to  meet  as  well  the  experiences 
one  may  have  1  can  only  encourage 
you  to  investigate  more  thoroughly  by 
subscribing  to  The  Late  Hon'est  Jour- 
nal of  Creative  Culture  at  Station  P.. 
P.O.  Box  76.";.  Toronto.  Canada  M5S 
2/.  I. 


Light  jazz  grooves  back  into  the  bohemian  spotlight 


by  Dawn  Scverenuk 

One  of  the  advantages  of  living 
in  a  city  wiih  an  expKxIing  arts  scene  is 
that  sniiill  cafes  ijuickly  ap|XMr  in  or- 
der lo  acconuHlalc  llic  artists.  Torono 
lias  a  number  of  such  intimate  venues, 
one  of  which  includes  the  Cafii  Verity 
at  6S6  BliMir  West  (one  bltK'k  cast  of 
Christie). 

The  Cafii  Veriie  was  founded 
just  over  ,1  scar  ago  by  Vipin  Shaniiu,  a 
director  .inJ  .ictor  who  arrived  in  To- 
ronto by  way  of  Montreal.  Since  its  in- 
ceplioii  (he  \'ciitc  has  gained  u  reputa 
lion  as  ,1  meeting  place  of  note  for  ac- 
tors, wiiiois.  plioiographcis  and  musi- 
cians. In  additiim  to  serving  a  com- 
pletely vegetarian  menu  ^aiul  supplying 
some  of  the  best  cappuccino  west  of 
U.iihursl  Sltccll.  patrons  can  partake  of 
(lie  ever  cliangini;  an  displavs  on  the 
w.ills. 

.■\n|,one  stopping  in  for  a  laie 
iiiL'hl  l  Upp.ionTlniisdays  will  no  doubt 
iiolc  die  souiuUol  HjM>ri  W.iiier  s  Light 
J.i//  Cirixnc,  llK'i|uinicl  has  been  play 
ing  there  tui  nuiisd.i\>  viiuc  J.uuiary, 
and  IS  made  up  of  Icidcr  .md  i  t.innetist 
Jason  Waller,  guii.insi  .\nily  I  rosi.  and 
bassist  ttict  Higgiiis  PcKiissKin dunes 
jre  shared  by  And  Miskin  andTcil 
l-iosl. 

Jason  Waller's  lilioeii  years  m 
music  have  given  liim  ,i  diverse  back- 
ground. .'Mier  playiiij!  in  such  «iiul 
orcheisiras  a-  the  Koi.il  Wesiniinstor 
Mililary  Band  in  \ani.i'uvcr.  he  inoved 
east  to  lurvMU'i  scserl  sears  .ijio 
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In  addition  to  fonning  the  Light 
Jazz  Grixivc.  Jason  is  also  an  experi- 
enced studio  musician,  having  worked 
w  ith  such  diverse  talents  as  David  ['"os- 
ter  and  Big  Rude  Jake.  His  talents  have 
even  taken  him  to  a  Parry  Sound  hard 
riKk  festival,  and  he  has  also  releascil 
and  indi  cassette  entitled  "Cry  With 
Me'. 

The  key  to  the  Light  Jazz 
Gnxwc's  success  is  their  ability  to  im- 
provise. They  have  worked  to  create  a 
snuHiih  rappvirt  with  one  another,  and 
while  many  of  the  songs  are  rehearsed 
favourites,  they're  not  against  the  idea 
of  trying  something  new.  .^t  a  recent 
N'eriie  gig  they  backed-up  a  ptx.M  who 
sv;is  reciting  the  pixMry  of  .Audre  Lourds 
and  at  Nik  Beat's  B.id  Piwtry  Night  at 
the  CafiJ  Verite  Jason  was  courageous 
cniiugh  to  participate  in  a  free  for  all 
jam  of  Kenny  Rogers'  "nie  Gambler'. 

What's  refreshing  about  the 
Light  Jii/z  GrtHH'c  IS  thai  their  music  is 
so  diftercnt  from  the  accoustic  I'olk 
str^iniming  ihai  often  dominates  coflee 
hviiiscs  ami  cafes.  People  pay  atleiilion 
when  these  guys  play,  and  it's  not  be- 
cause the  instruments  can  be  played  at 
loud  v^ilume. 

llicir  music  doesn't  allow  for 
sell  pitying  introspection.  It's  vrva. 
Clous,  irsga'g.uuxis.mvl  ii'sgtxxl.  Peo- 
ple are  drawn  lo  the  music:  the  u\>m 
may  Ix-  ciiupy  when  Ihcy  sijri  playiiif, 
but  all  cars  ,iie  ihcro  bv  ihc  end  o'l  ilie 
sccoiKl  scng 

So  if  you're  in  the  BUx>r  Chnsiie 
aiea  i>n  a'Diursday  night  anil  you'rv  not 

995. 


Jason  Waller:  1  cador  of  the  the  Light  .la/i  groove  brings  diverse  ex- 
perience and  a  sense  of  fun  to  his  lutcst  musical  incarnation. 

especially  uikenby  Iho  ideaol  a hiewski  pnsed. 
in  a  smoky,  gtungy  pub.  gi\e  the  \otite 


1  try.  Brab  a  coffee  and  a  board  game 
check  out  the  artwork  and  ihe  latest 
pamt  k^b  on  the  walls,  put  yv^ur  feet  up 
and  allow  y>>urself  to  be  pleasantly  sur- 


For  niotv  mfsstmation  alxsut  the 
Cafe  \'eriie.  call  5.57-(l5?9,  or  stop  m 
to  t'ind  out  alx^ui  it's  ongoing  pri^grams 
of  music.  p>vtry  and  film 


P  E  R  F  O  R  M  A  N  C 


that's  some  really  baaad poetry,  mani 


f 


by  Michael  BaiT> 

If  ever  there  was  an  idea  whose 
lime  has  come,  the  idida  of  a  "Bad'  po- 
elry  niic  has  inausplciously  arrived  with 
a  bang  and  a  bing  as!  witnessed  on  the 
evening  of  Friday.  Mairh  lOlh  at  the 
now  increasirigly  Well  known  and  popu- 
lar late  niie  hang-out.  the  Indigo  Cafii 
at  Ciii  Queen  Street  West.. 

Tlic  ■poetry  night  (named  after 
lis  main  host  and  organiser,  the 
pcripaiiciic  poci,  Nik  Beat),  was  from 
beginning  to  endsviHe  a  complete  and 
utterly  baaaaad  (that  is  to  say  great)  lime 
as  guest  performer  after  guest  jjerfoimer 
had  the  audience  in  a  howl  r|ghl  up  to 
the  gloriciius  end  when ...  Jason  Walter 
(the  mad  scientist  as  clarinetist  who 
came  up  with  the  concept)  and  Nil;  Beat 
and  Karen  (Jason's  girifan),  madcsville 
with  the  grandc  Canyon  of  a  finali  by 
an  appropriately  inept  rcndaring  of 


comball  country  lunesmith  Kenny  Rog- 
er's 'Tlic  Gambler'  coupicS  with  read- 
ings culled  from  such  unlikely  sources 
as  iranseripts  form  the  O.J.  Simpson 
Trial  and  bad  bad  bad  Hallniatk  cards 
and  bad  poetry  dating  from  the  Nine- 
teen Forties. 

Tlie  guest  performers  were  in 
truly  badsvillc  form  ranging  from  Nik 
Beat's  impressions  and  mipersonlions 
of  Bad  poets  from  tlic  local  local  (ic. 
parodies  of  otlierwise  good  poets  but 
with  a  twist  of  tlie  mouth),  to  bad  jazz 
dance  inierprelation  from  the  lovely 
gams  of  singer/performance  anisi  Kelly 
Grcnicr  and  her  accompaniest,  co-host 
and  collector  of  Bai  Poems,  Jen 
Habcrman,  to  Kelly'l  fey  poodle 
Phoebe  whoplayed  a  sirl^uiarly  pawed 
up  version  of  Jingle  Something  on  the 
keys,  to  the  funny  outpourings  of  one 
of  tlie  judges  of  the  event  and  a  per- 
foimer  in  the  comic  Vein  in  his  own 


right,  Mr.  George  Stone  ...  yc.sjhal 
George  Stone.  ■" 

This  SCI  up  Uic  evening  i|uile 
well  for  the  second  pan  of  thenite:  Hie 
Bad  pMiry  Contest.  In  all  ihcre  were 
about  ten  contestants  ■  almost  evcr>u>ne 
of  them  good  in  a  li.-id  .sense  -  or  should 
1  say  had  in  a  gi-nxl  sense  well  anyways 
you  look  at  it,  the  performances  were 
cntcriainingh^Jiorrible  form  Paul 
Whyte's  bad  ikIc  to  his  mother  (w  ithop- 
propriaie  muse  from  J,i5on  tmd  the  Lite 
JazzCrtxiy  c)  to  Steve  Humphrey  's  'xlcs 
to  shit  and  other  edibles  to  Phillip 
Kii^y's  Sad  Shakespeare-like  opi« 
ircssed  m  goalle-ociuiprncnt  'lo'Paiil 
Goldberg's  Lousy  liatery  Pijctics.  l-irist 
prijcc  (a  rubber  shower 'head  of  a 
woman),  went  to  Paul  and  second  prwc 
t  an  album  by  Tainmy  Uakcr.  yeah  ih.ii 
Taminv ).  went  to  Phil.  All  in  alf.'a  sue- 
cesslul  venture,  folks. 


b.s  R.  Brown 

1  walked  into  Clinton's  on  a  coltl  Tues- 
day night,  llic  var  at  the  tri>ni  h.id  the 
usual  regulars  watching  ihc  hockey 
game  and  complaining  about  the  go\- 
ernmcni.  As  I  strolled  toward  Ihc  back 
room,  three  guys  walked  in  from  the 
alley  outside  like  ihc>  'A  just  been  shar- 
ing a  cigarcltc. 
\i  right. 

It  seemed  like  most  of  the  city  was  at 
home  I'ecding  the  goldfish.  But  there  is 
always  a  small  group  ofpcoplc  who  arc 
trying  to  stir  something  up.  RAIL  was 
in  the  back  room  at  Clinton's  just  about 
to  take  the  stage  in  front  of  a  small  group 
of  die  hard  fans. 

I 'd  heard  about  these  guys  play  ing  Tlic 
Elmo,  Lee's  and  Tlie  Cameron  House 
to  wildly  enthusiastic  crowds  and  1 
wanted  to  .see  what  the  bihg  deal  was. 
Word  had  it  that  they  were  sonieiliing 
to  see. 

It  was  about  ten  thirty  \ihcn  they  fi- 
nally hit  the  st.ige.  The  four  members 
threw  themselves  into  a  one  hour  set  of 
high  energy  originals  that  ran  the  gamut 
from  straight  ahead  rock  to  blues  to 
tongue-in-cheek  grunge. 
1'he  first  thing  that  struck  me  about 
these  guys  was  the  fact  that  they  really 
enjoyed  playing.  Their  attiltudc  is  not 
the  sudicd  indifference  of  some  post- 
grungc  wannabe  group  from  the  burbs. 
■■hey  have  a  great  time.  The  rhythm 
guitar  player  (Jordie  Valdcz)  has  throw  n 
"The  Big  Book  of  Predictable  Chord 
Progressions  out  the  window  on  this 
Mufl.  His  inventive  and  melodic 
progressions  are  the  basis  for  this  truly 
original  material. 

Tliey  say  (yes.  "thev".  the  big  "they", 
the  "thev"  that  slari  wars  in  far  away 
places  and  made  Big  Macs  and  cnter- 
lainnienl  loiiiie  so  popular)  ihjl  in  re- 


ally good  cooking  the  chef  will  com 
bine  ingredients  that  would  seem  to 
uork  against  each  other  and  .somehow 
come  up  with  Icmlic  dish.  Take  "Duck 
a  la  {.yraiigc  '  tor  example,  ^'ou'tl  have 
to  be  insane  to  think  that  it  would  taste 
good,  but  it  dix's,  in  the  case  of  "Rail", 
the  unlikely  combination  lies  in  the  pair- 
ing of  Valde/'s  gnmge  and  folk  based 
rhythms  and  Robert  Hawke's  piercing 
bluesy  leads. 

Chocolate  and  peanut  butler,  go  llgure. 
"Freedom  to  Fly"  is  a  largely  imrovi.sed 
piece  based  on  some  beautiful  work 
done  on  the  cello.  In  the  middle  of  this 
rock  and  roll  set.  a  young  woman 
walked  onto  the  stage  with  her  concert 
instrument  and  changed  everything.  She 
started  the  rather  haunting  piece  by 
crafting  a  few  phra.scs  and  then  the  bass, 
drums  and  electric  guitars  kicked  in  and 
somehow  made  it  all  work.  The  musi- 
cians let  the  piece  build  naturally  and 
even  showed  some  restraint  by  allow- 
ing each  player  to  lake  focus,  then  they 
let  Ihc  piece  find  its  own  organic  con- 
clusion. The  audience  went  nuts. 
RAIL  .seemed  to  determined  to  shatter 
the  reflective  miHKl  created  during  Free- 
dom to  Fly  by  launching  into  the  rau- 
cously se.'iual  blues  tune  "Honey". 
My  one  trgtct  of  Ihc  evening  (besides 
not  talking  to  die  beautiful  cellist),  was 
the  fact  thai  the  drummer,  Daniel 
Chercovcr  was  stuck  behind  the  kit. 
'I'his  guy  really  wanted  to  jam  with  the 
whole  place.  His  energy  and  inventive 
rhythms  kcp  the  audience  curious  ab*">UI 
what  he  and  bassist  Peter  Mumford. 
were  going  to  throw  them  next. 
By  midnight,  I  was  back  on  the  street 
again  w  ith  all  those  people  wiui  had  led 
their  goldfish  thai  evening.  I'd  watched 
a  new  band  evix-rimcnt  .ind  push  itself 
a  little  turlltcr  and  Ihc  goldfish  people 
had  missed  oui. 


Speaking  of  bad  verse 
and  barley  beverages... 

Oh  many  a  peer  of  England  brews 
Livelier  liquor  than  the  Muse, 
And  malt  does  more  than  Milton  can 
To  justify  God's  ways  to  man. 
Ale,  man,  ale's  the  stuff  to  drink 
For  fellows  whom  it  hurts  to  think. 

-Alfred  Edward  Housman 

Edamus,  bibamus,  gaudemus; 
post  mortem  nulle  voluptas- 
"Eat,  drink,  and  be  merry; 
after  death  there  is  no  pleasure". 

Aut  bibat  aut  abeat- 
"A  person  should  either  drink  or  get  out". 

(above  quotes  come  to  you  courtesy  of  your  frienilly  and  charm- 
ing Art  &  Lil  editor,  Rachel  Murray) 

-  .  

Make  sure  xsli  get  out  of  the  house  to 
hear  a  OagCS 


sling  a  few 
Sundays  9pm.  Selynn's  Bar  335  Bloor  W. 


DRINK  BEER 
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by  Linda  Galvin 

II'  you  tan  stomach  love  stories 
luccd  with  the  artificiality  of  spectacle 
then  you  will  thoroughly  enjoy  this 
show.  'tTie  Mory  fcxuscs  on  the  tragic 
rclaiion.ship  t>ct\vccn  an  American  Gl 
and  a  young  Viclnamcsc  girl  during  the 
fall  ol  Saigon  in  197.^.  In  the  opening 
scene,  we  meet  Kim  {Ma-Anne 
Dicinisio)  a.s  she  is  being  .seduced  by  the 
Knjiineer  (Hennan  Scbek)  itito  becom- 
a  prostitute  at  his  local  csiablish- 
nicnl.  The  followmg  scene  is  supposed 
to  be  a  barroom  atmosphere  where 
American  .soldiers  arc  rowdy,  and  un- 
controllably attaching  tlicmsclves  to  the 
prostitutes  who  throw  ihcm.selves  at  the 
.soldiers.  Instead  the  en.semblc  of  actors 
ap|>car  to  be  mechanical  toys  wound  up 
by  the  producer,  (one  of  whom  is) 
Cameron  Mackintosh.  Unfortunately 
the  .show  lacks  sub.slance  in  that  the 
characters,  Chris  (Kevin  Mclnlyre)  and 
Kim,  seem  so  unmotivated  in  their  ex- 
pression of  desire  for  one  another  that 
the  viewer  is  unable  to  identify  with  their 
situation. 

Like  other  musicals  that  are  set 
against  the  epic  backdrop  of  an  histori- 
cal event  {Les  Miserables),  the  personal 
drama  is  magnified  by  the  conflict  of 
war.  The  magnificent  helicopter  depar- 
ture from  Saigon  and  the  humongous 
statue  of  Ho  Chi  Minh  arc  visually  spec- 
tacular. The  technical  crew  (which  con- 
sists of  a  loiig  list  of  names)  should  be 
given  due  credit  for  their  efficient  or- 
chestration of  all  the  sound  and  visual 
special  effects.  The  producers  should 


Kim  (Ma-Anne  Dionisio)  and  Tarn  (Joshua  E.  Vumul  Lopez) 


be  saluted  for  their  dire  efforts  in  creat- 
ing a  show  that  is  mere  exhibition. 
Mackintosh  has  several  international 
productions  to  his  credit  including  Les 
Miserobles  (which  I  thoroughly  en- 
joyed). The  Phantom  of  the  Opera 
(which  1  thoroughly  hated),  Five  Guys 
Named  Moe,  and  Carousel. 

Although  1  did  not  like  the  pro- 
duction as  a  whole,  I  did  favour  certain 
elements  which  sparked  my  interest  in 


moments  of  despair.  Ma- Anne  Dionisio 
hajs  a  resonating  grace  lo  her  voice  that 
lingers  long  after  one  leaves  the  audito- 
rium. The  Engineer,  played  by  Herman 
Sebek,  is  a  niarvclously  gifted  perfomicr 
who  transforms  the  typical  "American 
Dream"  sequence  into  a  veritable  mar- 
vel of  fantasy.  On  the  whole,  I  feel  this 
is  a  fair  review  in  light  of  the  fact  that  1 
am  skeptical  about  theatrical  produc- 
tions iht  base  their  aesthetic  value 
(solely)  on  economics. 


wherein  .she  listens  to  death  and  real- 
izes their  is  a  wonder  and  a  realisnt  to 
it.  Death  becomes  her  way  out  of  the 
masculine  world,  and  in  realizing  this 
her  voice  becomes  the  voice  of  die  wa- 
terfall and  the  most  beautiful  voice  in 
the  world. 

Ardeleana  is  a  funky-classical 
unique  mix,  sensitively  exploring  the 
archetypal  relationships  between  p<x'lry 
and  music.  The  incorporalion  of  new 
objects  like  the  aquavilc  (used  in  the 
calling  of  whales)  into  their  music,  po- 
etry and  storytelling  serves  to  compli- 
ment the  performances  and  is  yet  an- 
other aspect  of  their  innovative  style. 


JIMMY  FLYNN: 
Comedian  Extraordinaire 

b)  Linda  Gahin 

Legendary  east  coast  comediaji 
Jimmy  f^lynn  made  his  public  debut  at 
the  Mu.sic  Hall  Theatre  on  April  Fools 
Day.  In  die  past  he  has  done  corporate 
shovis.  and  other  private  performances, 
.-\ny  where  and  everjwhere  from  Ger- 
many to  Palm  Springs  and  New  York 
to  Toronto.  Jimmy  gets  people  laugh- 
ing to  jokes  told  in  an  original  manner, 
and  singing  and  swaying  to  music 
known  to  every  one  young  and  old.  His 
raw  talented  humour  has  people  roll- 
ing in  the  aisles.  He  utilizes  everydiing 
in  his  one-man  comedy  show  that  is 
comprised  of  stand-up  and  impersona- 
tion, and  songs  and  dance  that  heighten 
the  total  encompassing  effect  of  the 
evening  'flK  evening  was  filled  with 
surprises,  and  twists  and  turns  at  every 
moment.  Jimmy  has  the  natural  ability 
of  improvisation,  the  kind  that  is  im- 
possible for  which  to  tram.  The  April 
Fools  Day  show  was  such  a  delightful, 
and  pleasurable  experience  that  the  full 
house  almost  deluged  the  stage  to  have 
an  encore  which  actually  extended  the 
show  another  amusing  half  hour. 

Recently  I  had  the  opportunity 
to  interview  Jimmy,  and  immediately  I 
recognized  that  this  man  is  just  abso- 
lutely filled  widi  a  jovial  wamth  that 
broils  over,  and  extends  to  anyone  he 
comes  into  contact.  He  told  me  that 
ever  since  he  was  in  elementary  school 
he  would  make  people  laugh  by  just 
being  naturally  funny,  by  respcinding 
with  an  unusual  .son  of  curiosity  that 
would  put  a  different  slant  on  the  norm. 
Jimmy's  view  of  the  wodd  permeates 
his  act  in  that  he  really  cares  to  get  peo- 
ple laughing. enjoying  themselves,  and, 
most  of  all .  letting  people  have  the  list 
laugh. 


Inside     Lover^s  Song 


Flynn  jlahht'rgasls  fans 


by  Deb  Ijimb 

Aidcleanti  has  been  described 
as  one  of  Canada's  most  innovative  and 
exciting  chamber  music  groups.  Tlicir 
newly  released  CD,  S/iinners  of  Star- 
lif-hl  has  frequently  been  heard  on  CBC 
FM  wherein  Bob  Kerr  has  referred  to 
It  as  "a  musical  gem." 

So  I  attended  llieir  Inside  A 
Lover's  Song  performance  at  The 
Hclcconian  Club  with  piqued  interest 
accompanied  by  my  obliging  and  'guixl 
humouring'  boyfriend  IguiKlliumcnirine 
as  he  freely  adiiiils  in  liking  only  some 
classical  imisic,  in  limited  qiKinlillL's, 
ami  asking  him  to  sit  ilirougli  ihree 
hiiuis  III  chamber  orchestra  could  have 
meant  the  cud  of  him  or  mc),  We  weie 
lured  tt)  the  pnuluction  by  a  lricni.1  who 
spiikc  appreciatively  of  their  music, 
poetry  and  style  of  presentation,  aniiiial- 
cdly,  recounting  a  scene  wherein  one  of 
the  four  Ardclainu  performers  is  pas- 


sionately writhing  around  on  die  stage 
flwr  during  a  particularly  powerful 
movement  by  Chupin  but  each  perform- 
ance is  different.  Four  women  arlisis, 
writhing  pa.ssion  floor  show,  music  and 
poetry.. .even  my  boyfriend  was  hooked. 

The  performance  we  iitlcndcd. 
did  not  have  the  same  theatrics  but  was 
a  unique  blend  of  new  20ih  ceniurv 
music  by  Canadian  composers  like 
Koger  Knos,  I.ij  Pas.  l.uiia  l.ausunc 
and  Hector  Villa  I.obos.  mixed  wiih 
ilassical  pieces  by  Chopin  and  Havdii 
pl.ived  on  the  piano  (Ann  l-'dwjiiK). 
lluic  tl,.iuric  llloncross).  cclloi  Drciiil.i 
Muller)  and  har|)(l.ulia  1  .nisaiic)  nu-n 
concert  blcmlcd  ihis  nuisu  wiili  pivin 
relelliiig  Ovid's  version  uf  the  inyili  siii 
rounding  Oqilieus  and  Furidiche  from 
a  women's  perspective.  Tile  storytell 
ing  aspect  describes  Furidiehe's  death 
and  dcsceiii  into  the  underworld 


It)  .11  Iho 


1  sec  A,.U:<  ,;i„'n  n>-vl  |V(l.>ni,..n.  c  ;  U  /,„,  /l,,r,c  .  on  June  9  & 
Old.  Si  ronlaiul,  SluJcni  II.  kcis  are  $(1. 
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RECORDS  &  REVIEWS 


..  C.N.E.  Coliseum...  by  Simon  Harvey 


First,  the  good  news.  We  arrived 
late  enough  to  miss  all  of  Machine 
Head's  set.  Now  the  bad  news:  we  still 
caught  the  last  few  songs  of  Biohazard. 
Sill,  every  cloud  has  a  silver  lining,  and 
in  this  case  that  silver  lining  came  as  a 
lesson  thai  more  record  executives 
should  Icani.  Biohazard  is  a  living, 
breathing  example  of  the  fact  that  while 
enough  corporate  money  can  efficiently 
erase  the  past  of  a  lame  racist  heavy 
metal  band,  all  the  Sony  artist  develop- 


ment funds  in  the  world  still  can't  make 
a  fourth  ■  rate  group  good.  They  suck, 
and  heavy  metal  bands  do  not  become 
hardcore  bands  just  because  some  busi- 
nessman thinks  he'll  sell  CDs  if  he  says 
they  are,  esp.  such  imbccilic  and  unin- 
spiring macho  - 

man  tiiug  -  rock  acts  as  Biohazard. 

Headliners  Slayer,  on  the  other 
hand,  pretend  to  be  nothing  more  than 
what  they  are;  the  best  ihrash  metal 
band  in  history,  and  one  of  the  few  nol 


to  sound  like  Bon  Jovi  on  45.  Their  set 
on  this  night  was  a  potent  display  of  all 
the  factors  that  have  earned  them  that 
status.  Slayer  sleamrolled  through  a 
long  set  of  powerful  metal,  sandwiched 
between  tracks  from  their  otherwise 
largely  -  ignored  c  lassie  1 986  Reign  in 
Blood  LP,  and  drawing  from  all  of  their 
past  releases.  Like  most  bands  around 
these  days,  Slayer  tend  to  emphasize 
their  slower,  heavier,  material,  but  for- 
tunately, injected  enough  of  the  speedier 


stuff  to  keep  my  interest  for  the  entire 
set. 

With  the  pricey  tickets/merchan- 
dise, clichcd  smoke  bombs  and  explo- 
sions, and  admittedly  stupid  stage  -  ban- 
ter, Slayer  embody  many  of  the  chcesi- 
cst  elements  of  mainstream  rock,  but  the 
sheer  ferocity  and  tenacity  of  their 
sound  ensures  thai  I'll  continue  to  buy 
their  records,  and  consider  them  the  best 
major  -  label  music  has  to  offer.  Oh,  and 
by  the  way,  "Hail  Satan." 
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kinky 


by  PUSELBOW 


Little  Axe,  The  House  That  Wolf  Built  8  x 

6"  Box  Sel 

Jusi  *hat  Ihc  world  needs...  yet  another  Aldo  Nova  iribuic 
oompilalion.  Actually,  once  the  cynicism  wean  off.  this  is  a 
fairly  decent  set  of  inierpreialions  of  these  francophone  Roque 
clas-siqueb.  mon  ami!  Spirited  updates  by  such  fresh,  young 
talents  a-,  Rod  Siewaji  and  My  Dog  Popper  stand  alongside 
respectfully  straight,  but  impassioned  nins  ihrtHigh  the  hits 
priividcd  b\  such  leading  acts  as  Bniney  Foxi  a,^d  Ani 
Dcfranco:  admittedly,  the  Philip  Glass  and  Menudo  tracks  are 
less  impressive,  but  Trio's  inspired  lake  on  "Life  is  jusi  a 
Fanias)  "  makes  this  sparsely  -  packaged  bambooza  a  double 
ay  diggy  indeed  at  the  suggested  list  price  of  S299. 


Steve  Vai,  Alien  Love  Secrets 

(Relativity) 


8  -  irack. 


Mike  Watt,  Ball  -  Hog  Or. 

1  never  did  like  [lie  Minuiemen.  Nor  'llw  Meal  Puppets. 
Henry  Garfield  (Oops.  "Rollins")  killed  Black  Flag.  Dinosaur 
Jr  suck.  TtK  f)ills  went  .sour  fast,  even  faster  than  Ihc  lucking 
Ix-miinheads,  and  'llic  Gcnns  was  a  long  lime  ago.  Sonic 
Youth  and  The  Beasties  don't  have  the  punk  crcd  you  and 
people  like  you  tliink.  and  llic  difference  beiwccii  nic  and  you 
is  thai  you  think  Nir>  ana  anil  Pearl  Jam  and  Tlie  Red  llol 
t  hill  Peppers  deserve  lo  live,  and  I've  heard  crossed  out.  I  did. 
however,  have  a  big  crush  on  Kathleen  Hanna.  Until  1  heard 
her  fake,  moronic  pseutlorani  on  here.  One  day  soon,  you'll 
remember  this  stuff  as  much  as  you  remember  your  "FUNK 
Ml;  l  Al,"  phase  a  few  years  back. 


With  his  abanJiinemcnl  of  the  guitar  in  favour  of  the  tuba  tbut 
you  can'i  luba  I'lshl),  many  industry  insiders  had  predicted  thai 
brace  of  tuba  -  driven  stompfcsts  thai  compnse  this  album,  and 
the  upcoming  digital  cassette  would  be  Vai's  downfall.  Not  so 
••  the  silver  ■  coated  man  plays  like  a  hamster  on  fire,  a  man 
— so  consumed  by  his  music  diat  he  eats  eels,  and  his  penis 
drops  off  ■-  ergo.  Ihc  album  is  good,  bui  the  video  is  bciicr. 
Oi. 


Catherine,  Sorry!  (TVT) 


1  have  no  problem  with  musicians  advancing  their  own  social 
and  political  views  with  their  music,  but  this  is  just  too 
much;  at  least  Phranc  has  a  sense  of  humour.  Lesbian 
sepruatist  rapper  Catherine  spends  so  much  lime  spewing 
propaganda  on  this  disc  that  it's  not  hard  to  tee  why  she 
neglected  die  songwnting  I  roni  the  raunchy  "Winona  - 
Catherine  -  Drew  sandwich"  laniasizing  of  "Song  About  Girls" 
to  the  vicious  ami  -  male  livetalk  of  "Inchworm".  Oath's 
music  gels  lost  in  the  rush  to  shivk.  Tixi  bad;  this  is  a 
wonhwhilc  genre,  and  Meatlojf  could  use  the  competition. 


Diana  Ross,  The  Draf;on  Won't  Sleep 
(Coliinfbiti) 

"Hie  limes  they  are  a  -  changin".  said  Ghanian  l-olkic 
Donovan,  in  his  erotic  ixle  to  anal  liiv  in'  "Brown  -  eyed 
girl",  and  his  MK  musical  conteiii|)<irary  proves  ihis  to  be  yci 
oh  -  so  .  tiue  with  this  latest  release.  Aimm'  lo  at  once  leave 
her  sexy  image  ol  yore  "behind"  m  a  dignified  manner  and 
peiielrate  the  top  .'.n  chans  by  eniermg  simxithlv  through  the 
silky  real  dixir  ol  'he  "New  Counliy"  scene,  Ross  adorns  the  o 
cover  of  iliis  CI)  with  a  photo  of  ties|Kct.icled,  hiisuite  middle 
-  agcvl  while  iii;in.  and  Ihe  iiiellow  .icousik  C  .'t  W  sounds 
liCK'iii  bend  over  hackw,iril  lo  playfully  iiiviic  ladio 
"l;vp<isu(e".  With  it's  shiny,  ci;u  kling  shrink  wr,ip  .ind  manly 
erecl  barcodes,  this  CD  is  sure  to  lie  a  big  hit  wiih  I  tKillAT 
Inns  old  and  new!!!! 
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